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ON  THE  ENDEAVOUR  TO  ATTAIN. 

The  endeavour  to  attain  is  a  first  essential  of  the 
character  of  a  disciple.  Until  that  has  sprung  up 
in  the  nature  and  made  itself  felt  it  is  useless  for  a 
man  to  attempt  to  enter  upon  the  path  of  disciple- 
ship.  Ambition  is  the  instrument  by  which  it  is 
usually  brought  into  existence  in  the  great  field  of 
human  nature.  The  soul  of  man  would  rest  in 
apathy  and  enjoyment  throughout  incarnation 
after  incarnation,  while  the  earth  which  has  been 
created  as  his  school  passed  from  its  youth  to  its 
age  and  disintegration,  were  it  not  for  the  stir  and 
prick  of  this  most  penetrating  instrument.  Am¬ 
bition  has  an  aspect  which  is  glorious  and  almost 
holy,  and  when  that  aspect  is  regarded  it  is  possible 
to  lose  sight  entirely  of  the  fact  that  in  the  struggle 
on  the  physical  plane  no  one  can  excel  without 
leaving  others  behind,  and  no  one  can  rise  without 
crushing  others  beneath  him.  This  destructive 
power  of  the  instrument  in  its  incessant  work 
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among  men  can  be  entirely  lost  sight  of  when  it 
lifts  up  a  hero  and  places  him  in  the  position  of 
a  derm-god.  Many  of  those  who  are  crushed  in 
the  struggle,  or  left  behind  in  the  race,  look  up  from 
the  ignominy  into  which  they  have  fallen,  or  look 
on  down  the  long  vista  of  success  which  their  feet 
are  powerless  to  tread,  with  admiring,  even  adoring 
gaze.  If  they  accept  failure  as  a  thing  inevitable 
to  themselves  and  a  natural  consequence  of  any 
effort  made  by  them,  then  are  they  unfit  to  pass 
from  the  arena  of  human  passion  to  the  schools 
of  the  disciples.  They  must  wait  till  the  seed  of 
strength  arises  within  them  before  it  is  possible 
for  them  to  enter  on  the  way  to  immortality.  It 
is  necessary  to  be  able  to  outstrip  others,  to  excel 
in  application  and  perseverance,  to  become  quick 
by  reason  of  rivalry,  to  be  the  swift  runner  in  the 
race,  in  order  to  become  possessed  of  that  lifting, 
raising  power  which  rises  within,  and  carries  the 
man  out  of  his  birth  place  into  the  highest  step  of 
the  ladder  of  social  life.  No  obstacle  can  bar  the 
progress  of  the  one  who  has  this  power  within  him  ; 
he  proceeds  upwards  as  by  the  action  of  a  force 
in  nature,  and  it  is  the  fact  that  he  is  aided  and 
uplifted  by  a  supernatural  force,  attracted  to  him 
and  gathered  round  him  by  the  fire  that  is  lit 
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within  himself.  He  cannot  be  one  of  the  common 
herd,  of  the  dumb,  driven  cattle  that  crowd  the 
earth,  pasturing  at  their  ease,  or  suffering  hardships 
without  the  will  to  change  their  lot.  The  spark  that 
burns  within  him  compels  him  to  work  harder  than 
any  over-driven  beast  of  burden,  to  apply  himself 
more  incessantly  to  the  task  in  hand  than  any 
slave  under  a  master’s  whip.  Man  is  surrounded 
by  powers  and  forces  which  work  with  him  in  his 
complex  career,  and  the  one  who  is  ambitious  finds 
ways  open  to  him,  and  steps  present  themselves  ; 
he  passes  upward  by  these  means  naturally  and 
without  experiencing  difficulty,  as  the  bird  soars 
into  the  air,  and  the  disembodied  spirit  floats  into 
the  ether,  and  on  into  spiritual  spaces.  The  force 
which  is  at  his  command  belongs  entirely  to  the 
material  world.  It  has  acted  as  an  instrument 
to  rouse  him,  used  thereto  by  the  masters  and 
guides  of  men  ;  and  when  he  has  responded  and 
kindled  at  its  touch  it  enwraps  him  and  he  dwells 
within  it.  What  task  he  desires  to  excel  in  is 
altogether  unimportant,  all  tasks  being  equal  in 
the  sight  of  the  teachers  ;  but  if  he  once  regard 
his  chosen  task  as  a  low  one,  or  as  less  than  another, 
then  if  he  is  truly  strong  he  will  succeed  in  it  and 
then  set  it  aside,  and  choose  the  highest  and  most 
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severe  task  he  can  perceive.  The  masters  know 
that  the  way  from  blank  indifference  to  the  desire 
to  become  a  disciple  is  that  of  ambition,  and  they 
look  at  the  hearts  of  statesmen  and  politicians,  of 
those  successful  in  any  art,  of  those  who  have 
become  eminent  in  any  walk  of  life.  But  ambition 
is  a  hard  taskmaster,  and  does  not  easily  surrender 
its  hold  upon  those  who  are  enwrapped  by  it. 
Not  until  it  is  exhausted  by  constant  exercise, 
not  until  the  man  has  triumphed  again  and  again 
in  one  incarnation  after  another,  not  until  success 
has  become  tedious  to  him,  and  the  high  places 
of  the  earth  all  seem  low  and  poor  to  him,  is  he 
beginning  to  be  ready  to  go  beyond  it.  And  only 
so  can  it  be  killed  out.  There  is  no  other  method  ; 
there  is  no  royal  road.  Each  man  must  come  to 
the  desire  to  lift  himself,  and  must  go  through  to 
the  point  where  the  excelling  of  his  fellows  be¬ 
comes  suddenly  and  for  ever  contemptible  in  his 
eyes,  beneath  the  dignity  and  greatness  of  his  soul, 
and  then  he  will  kill  out  ambition  and  cast  it  from 
him  as  a  weed  of  earth.  He  will  perceive  that  the 
strength  which  he  has  developed  must  be  used,  not 
in  order  to  excel,  but  in  the  endeavour  to  attain. 

Attainment  is  of  a  different  order  from  ambition 
in  every  respect,  different  in  origin  and  development, 
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different  in  results.  The  ambitious  man  is  a 
menace  and  a  danger  to  all  others  ;  the  man  whose 
desire  is  for  attainment  is  a  friend  to  all  who  also 
desire  attainment.  In  the  sphere  in  which  ambition 
is  the  most  powerful  instrument  for  arousing  men, 
and  the  strongest  incentive  to  action,  there  is  only 
a  certain  amount  of  room.  The  earth  cannot .  be 
laden  with  superb  works  of  art  and  literature  of  a 
supreme  character.  There  would  then  be  no  audience, 
and  no  purchasers.  Neither  can  the  honours  of  a 
race  be  divided  ;  one  only  can  arrive  first  at  the 
goal.  Success  for  one  means  failure  for  others. 
That  is  an  essential  condition  of  the  limited  physical 
state.  But  as  soon  as  a  man  begins  to  desire  attain¬ 
ment  he  retreats  to  the  greater  space  which  he  can 
only  find  within  himself.  To  grow — to  become, 
—to  be — these  efforts,  made  regardless  of  all  finite 
and  temporary  results  or  appearances,  carry  the 
consciousness  into  infinity,  where  there  is  no  space 
and  no  limitation.  Here  there  is  room  for  all, 
and  spirits  spring  up  to  great  stature  side  by  side, 
without  any  difficulty  or  any  possibility  of  encroach¬ 
ing  one  upon  another.  Therefore,  there  is  no  need 
to  trample  upon  one  another.  All  alike  are  drawn 
towards  the  supreme  power  which  is  their  life  and 
light,  and  all  alike  have  room  and  space  in  which 
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to  become  great.  None  desires  to  tower  above 
his  fellows  and  none  need  do  so  in  order  to  accom¬ 
plish  the  attainment  which  is  his  object.  To  pass 
from  one  plane  of  consciousness  and  knowledge  to 
another  yet  higher,  perpetually,  according  to  his 
power  of  rising  upward,  is  what  he  seeks  ;  and 
others  who  are  making  the  same  effort  are  to  him 
friends  and  sympathisers,  not  rivals  to  be  crushed 
or  outstripped.  In  the  very  highest  sanctuary  of 
the  arts,  when  the  leaders  of  men  in  poetry,  music 
or  painting,  meet  in  lofty  association,  as  some¬ 
times  happens,  this  condition  is  recognised  as  a 
possibility,  though  time  and  space  forbid  of  its 
realization.  For  then  these  great  souls  consider 
only  the  art  for  which  they  live,  and  forget  self  ; 
but  when  their  work  is  put  into  such  shape  that 
others  can  apprehend  it  the  limitation  of  the 
physical  state  conquers.  One  must  excel ;  to  one 
must  be  given  the  prize,  the  wreath  of  the  victor, 
the  crown  of  chief  glory.  There  cannot  be  equality 
even  among  the  very  greatest  while  they  are  within 
the  bondage  of  physical  existence  and  subject  to 
its  narrowness,  or  rather,  while  the  work  done  by 
them  is  within  that  bondage  and  narrowness.  So 
soon  as  the  man  is  aware  that  his  best  work  is  done 
outside  his  physical  body,  where  there  is  room  for 
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all  to  grow  to  the  stature  of  giants  and  be  as  gods, 
then  he  finds  himself  equal  with  such  others  as 
have  also  entered  into  this  freedom.  The  pleasure 
of  such  association  is  unimaginable  to  those  who 
still  live  in  the  state  of  rivalry  and  who  see  in 
everyone  as  accomplished  as  themselves  one  who 
may  be  their  undoing  because  possibly  excelling  or 
outstripping  them.  None  can  be  the  undoing  of  any 
other,  outside  the  physical  world  where  the  spirits 
of  men  are  placed  in  the  slum  of  the  universe  with 
the  object  of  implanting  in  them  the  desire  to  rise. 
Outside  this  limitation  entirely  different  conditions 
prevail.  The  spirits  of  men  have  accepted  this 
limitation  and  agreed  to  enter  it  for  their  own 
advantage ;  the  Genius  of  the  race  has  asked  for 
and  secured,  this  great  opportunity  for  the  de¬ 
velopment  of  his  laggard  flock.  This  being  so  we 
are  bound  by  the  treaty  into  which  he  has  entered 
on  our  behalf,  to  raise  ourselves  from  the  low  place 
in  which  we  are,  and  adventure  the  regions  beyond, 
to  us  mysterious  and  very  wonderful.  This  can  be 
done  only  by  means  of  the  strength  created  in  us  by 
the  exercise  of  ambition.  All  must  come  to  this,  and 
pass  it,  all  must  be  stirred  by  that  which  is  a  material 
passion,  in  order  that  therefrom  shall  spring  that 
which  is  spiritual  strength  and  the  power  of  self- 


14 

elevation.  In  the  far-off  distance  there  will  be 
two  men  wrest’.ing  upon  the  earth  for  its  mastery, 
as  Cain  and  Abel  wrestled  in  the  beginning ;  they 
will  encounter  each  other  upon  the  highest  intel¬ 
lectual  plane,  for  a  kingdom  peopled  with  those 
beings  who  fill  up  the  veins  of  nature  and  are  the 
willing  friends  of  man,  holding  together  the  arena 
in  which  he  struggles.  And  when  one  of  these  two 
conquers,  as  he  must,  and  departs  from  the  place 
of  battle,  the  last  one  left  upon  it  will  follow  him, 
uplifted  by  the  passionate  desire  of  emulation 
which  is  the  same  as  ambition.  And  then  the 
willing  friends,  who  have  stood  so  long  beside  man 
in  his  endeavour  to  conquer  the  evil  and  sloth  of 
his  own  nature,  will  gladly  return  to  their  places 
in  the  infinite  order,  rejoicing,  and  this  dark  world 
will  be  no  more. 

To  help  toward  this  goal,  so  deeply  desired  by 
the  Genius  of  the  race,  and  the  Friends  of  the 
race,  every  man  must  struggle  upward.  Ambition  is 
that  which  awakens  the  ordinary  man  and  gives 
him  strength,  in  the  end,  to  go  beyond  it,  to  cast 
it  aside,  to  raise  his  head  beyond  the  darkness  and 
confusion  of  earth  unto  the  clear  ether,  and  to 
endeavour  to  attain. 


FABLE  I. 


Dwelling  in  that  ether  in  which  the  earth  moves 
in  its  ordered  paces  is  a  god  who  loves  men.  He 
is  not  the  Supreme  Being,  he  is  not  the  centre  of 
all  consciousness,  he  is  not  the  Saviour  of  men. 
He  is  the  God  whose  servants  and  children  are  the 
friends  of  man  and  form  the  beautiful  nature  in 
which  they  dwell  and  enable  him  to  make  houses 
and  homes  and  workshops  within  that  nature,  too 
often  defacing  it  as  children  spoil  their  toys. 

He  sits  in  his  citadel,  outside  the  dark  world  and 
watches  the  contest  going  on  within  it. 

His  are  the  pleasure  grounds  and  gardens  and 
beautiful  places  of  the  ethereal  world.  He  receives 
in  them  all  men  who  are  unsaved  and  unawakened, 
and  ministers  to  their  needs. 

One  day  a  man  appeared  before  him,  in  the 
very  sanctuary  of  his  citadel,  and  said,  “  Are  you 
the  Supreme  Father  ?  ” 

And  he  said,  “  I  am  not.” 
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The  man  said,  “  I  desire  to  see  the  Supreme 
Father.” 

“  Lie  down  among  the  flowers  and  rest,”  was 
the  answer.  “  You  are  not  ready.” 

“  You  are  very  generous,”  said  the  man.  “  You 
give  beauty  and  comfort  and  you  give  time.” 

“  Yes,”  was  the  answer,  “  My  name  is  the  Gener¬ 
ous  One.” 

“  If  you  can  give  so  much,  then  give  me  the 
right  to  approach  the  Supreme.” 

“  That  I  cannot.  Each  man  claims  that  for 
himself  when  he  is  ready.  It  can  be  given  by 
no  other.” 

“  But,”  said  the  man,  “  I  do  not  know  how 
to  claim  it.” 

“  You  will  know,  when  you  are  ready.  I  am 
your  friend,  and  I  advise  you  to  lie  down  among 
the  flowers  and  rest.” 

The  man  turned  away  and  left  the  white  palace 
in  which  he  had  been  making  his  appeal ;  so  soon 
as  his  mind  turned  from  the  daring  thought  which 
had  led  him  to  that  palace,  a  great  desire  for  rest 
swept  over  him.  And  suddenly  without  any 
effort,  apparently  without  making  any  movement, 
he  found  himself  in  the  field  of  flowers  that  is 
always  full  of  blossoms  for  those  who  wander  from 
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earth,  and  escape  from  their  physical  bodies.  It 
was  very  pleasant  there,  and  he  lay  down  on  the 
sweet-scented  grass  amidst  which  all  the  flowers 
he  loved  best  were  in  bloom,  whether  they  were 
in  season  on  the  earth  or  not ;  and  some  of  the 
languorous  odours  that  came  to  him  reminded 
him  of  his  mother,  and  some  of  his  childhood,  and 
others  brought  memories  of  his  passionate  man¬ 
hood.  His  being  yielded  to  the  joy  of  all  this 
cloud  of  sweetness,  and  became  a  part  of  it,  and 
he  fell  asleep. 

His  physical  body  lay  on  a  hospital  bed,  uncon¬ 
scious  ;  his  soul  lay  sleeping  among  the  flowers. 
The  God  who  loves  men  came  into  the  field 
where  many  had  lain  down  to  sleep  at  his 
behest ;  and  he  looked  upon  this  one.  The  soul 
body  was  to  his  sight  transparent,  and  he  could 
see  that  the  restlessness  of  the  eager  brain  was 
becoming  stilled ;  he  could  see  that  the  heart 
was  swelling  with  love.  And  from  that  heart  rose 
a  delicate  wavering  shape,  a  slender  plant  bearing 
upon  it  a  beautiful  and  very  sweet  flower. 

“  Already  !  ”  said  the  Generous  One ;  “he 
is  already  a  newly-planted  one,  a  neophyte.  He 
will  grow  upward  swiftly,  and  soon  will  have  no 
need  of  me.” 


And  then  he  passed  on  to  gaze  upon  many  others 
whose  hearts  lay  dumb  and  cold  within  them,  and 
who  while  resting  in  the  ethereal  space,  looked 
downward  upon  the  earth  and  longed  for  its  dark 
places.  Such  as  these  he  could  serve  and  help  by 
a  magic  power  known  to  himself  alone. 

Later  on  came  Another  who  often  walks  in  this 
field  ;  and  when  He  saw  the  slender  plant  and  the 
flower  upon  it  He  stooped  over  the  sleeping  shape. 

The  doctor,  standing  beside  the  hospital  bed, 
said,  “  He  will  be  a  cripple  all  his  life.” 

The  sister  of  mercy,  standing  at  the  other  side, 
crossed  herself,  for  a  strange  feeling  passed  over  her 
that  some  Other  than  themselves  was  there. 

The  Generous  One  saw  that  the  soul  returned 
to  the  suffering  body. 

“  He  has  taken  up  the  Cross,”  he  said,  “  He  will 
attain.” 


ON  THE  NECESSITY  FOR  BITTERNESS. 


Life  is  so  sweet  that  none  can  guess  its  store  of 
sweetness,  and  no  man  can  taste  more  than  a  little 
of  that  store.  Many  things,  unutterably  sweet, 
are  a  joy  to  all  men,  are  a  part  of  the  common 
heritage  of  the  race.  Air  and  light,  the  power  to 
breathe,  the  power  to  see,  are  of  this  order.  But 
for  every  man  and  woman  are  separate  and  subtle 
sweetnesses  which  belong  entirely  to  the  person 
who  rejoices  in  them.  So  bountiful  is  Nature,  so 
lavishly  generous  is  super-Nature,  that  to  every 
being  which  lives,  or  has  lived,  or  will  live  within 
their  domain,  a  special  drop  of  the  essence  of  all 
sweetness  is  inalienably  devoted,  and  will  reach 
the  consciousness  of  that  being  sooner  or  later 
before  the  term  of  life  is  passed.  And  this 
is  true  of  every  incarnation  ;  to  each  is  devoted 
a  special  drop,  yet  sometimes  the  man  feeling 
that  he  has  failed  to  grasp  the  full  sweetness 
of  it,  that  he  is  still  unsatisfied,  demands  that  it 
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shall  be  again  dealt  out  to  him  in  another  incarna¬ 
tion.  Then  is  his  rightful  measure  of  delight  stored 
up  for  him,  saved  in  the  guarded  place  where  the 
good  things  of  men  are  kept,  untouched  save  by 
themselves  and  those  whose  task  it  is  to  help  them 
secure  that  which  is  their  own,  but  which  is  some¬ 
times  out  of  reach,  Let  none  forget  that  this  is  the 
fact,  no  man  is  cheated  or  deprived.  If  his  life  passes 
away  without  the  essence  of  sweetness  which  be¬ 
longs  to  him  having  given  to  him  in  its  full  ecstacy, 
it  is  because  he  could  not  reach  to  it,  because  he 
has  not  lifted  himself  to  the  level  where  it  waits 
for  him.  Whoso  knows  satiety  is  a  being  without 
the  power  of  growth  or  of  passing  onward.  To 
taste  of  a  pleasure  so  often  that  it  becomes  weari¬ 
some,  because  there  is  no  other  within  reach,  is  to 
accept  defeat  and  failure.  The  man  who  is  satiated 
and  yet  makes  no  effort  to  rise  and  pass  on,  can  find 
freshness  in  no  other  way  but  in  the  knowledge  of 
that  which  is  bitterness.  The  waters  of  bitterness 
are  always  near,  for  the  refreshment  and  invigora- 
tion  of  sordid  souls. 

Bitterness  is  very  different  from  that  which  is 
merely  not  sweet.  It  arises  from  a  positive  fount 
of  ill,  a  source  whence  actual  enmity  to  man  comes. 
Man  has  many  enemies,  whose  hatred  of  him  is 
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caused  by  his  own  folly  and  waywardness.  They 
desire  simply  to  sweep  him  away,  out  of  existence. 
But  his  friends  are  stronger.  There  is  a  remarkable 
circumstance  in  this  connection  which  gives  courage 
and  hope  to  those  who  labour  for  the  race,  and  who 
are  aware  of  it.  Man’s  enemies  are  inimical  to 
him  because  of  his  own  actions,  because  of  his 
crimes.  But  his  friends  are  friendly  because 
they  know  of  his  great  destiny  and  perceive  that 
his  salvation  has  to  be  accomplished.  They  there¬ 
fore  work  for  the  future  and  are  tireless  ;  whereas 
to  his  enemies  it  is  possible  to  become  weary  of 
persecuting  him,  or  to  be  satisfied  with  revenge 
accomplished. 

Man’s  friends  are  so  powerful  that  his  enemies 
could  be  silenced  and  set  aside  (as  in  some  individual 
cases  they  are)  were  it  not  that  the  waters  of  bitter¬ 
ness  are  necessary  for  the  health  of  the  race.  When 
the  whole  race  is  truly  humane,  like  the  special 
individuals  who  are  from  time  to  time  protected 
altogether  from  them,  then  the  enemies  will  fall 
away  and  will  forget  their  enmity.  For  it  is  Love, 
pure  and  simple,  which  is  Man’s  nurse,  and  guide, 
and  teacher,  and  Master,  and  Judge. 

Some  men  there  are  so  deeply  sunk  in  the  waters 
of  bitterness  that  it  seems  to  them  as  if  the  race 
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had  been  created  solely  to  be  tortured  and 
betrayed.  They  have  been  cheated  of  all  sweet¬ 
ness,  they  are  driven  hither  and  thither  among 
difficulties  that  rise  up  on  all  sides,  they  can  find 
neither  peace  nor  rest.  It  is  impossible  for  them, 
while  in  this  state,  to  perceive  the  meaning  of  it ; 
only  when  the  enemies  have  driven  them  so  far 
that  their  defiance  is  exhausted  and  they  turn  to 
ask  for  mercy  and  forgiveness  for  forgotten  sin 
which  at  this  mystic  moment  begins  to  return  to 
their  consciousness — only  then,  as  they  sink  down 
to  make  obeisance,  and  suddenly  find  themselves 
resting  on  a  most  soft  bed  of  flowers,  in  the  very 
midst  of  all  sweetness — only  then  does  the  meaning 
of  the  bitterness  penetrate  to  the  awakening  spirit. 
Its  application  has  conquered  the  evil  within,  as 
sooner  or  later  it  must  do,  and,  in  the  moment  when 
the  evil  yields  to  the  pressure,  the  higher  part  of 
the  man  asserts  itself  and  shows  plainly  to  him 
the  reason  of  all  his  troubles.  But  life  may 
pass  in  the  darkness  of  despair — nay,  one  life  after 
another.  And  all  the  while  that  these  are  passing 
the  sufferer  must  of  necessity  remain  ignorant 
simply  because  he  has  not  arrived  at  a  condition 
in  which  understanding  is  possible  to  him.  There¬ 
fore  it  is  that  the  angels  do  not  stay  to  grieve  when 
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men,  because  of  the  bitterness  in  which  they  are, 
become  sceptics  and  materialists.  Such  an  attitude 
of  mind  is  only  a  part  of  the  temporary  condition 
and  naturally  passes  away  with  it. 

The  enemies  of  men  which  thus  encircle  and  in¬ 
timidate  him  are  not  other  men.  That  hatred  and 
enmity  exist  between  men  themselves  is  another 
matter.  Revenge  is  sweet,  and  battle  is  sweet,  and 
conquest  is  sweet.  All  that  involves  a  struggle 
between  equals  is  of  the  order  of  things  that  bring 
pleasure.  There  is  no  equality  between  man  and 
his  real  enemies,  there  is  no  possibility  of  combat 
between  them.  Just  as  he  can  never  truly  fight  the 
forces  of  nature,  but  can  only  accept  their  bounty 
gratefully  and  shelter  himself  so  far  as  is  possible 
from  their  cruelty,  so  with  these  unseen  powers. 
Misfortune,  ill-luck,  disease,  the  infidelity  of  seem¬ 
ing  friends,  all  these  come  at  their  bidding  and  are 
under  their  control.  A  sea  of  troubles  rises  around 
one  who  is  given  over  to  them,  so  that  he  seems 
to  himself  to  be  utterly  alone  upon  it,  with  none 
to  look  to,  none  to  turn  to,  and  no  help  anywhere. 
But  such  a  situation  is  only  possible,  only  per¬ 
mitted,  when  he  is  strong  enough  to  bear  it,  and 
when  his  life  has  been  of  such  a  nature,  either  in 
the  same  or  previous  incarnations,  that  bitterness 
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alone  can  bring  him  to  a  better  state.  Whilst 
there  is  sin  unrepented  of,  bitterness  is  a  necessity. 
And  the  mysterious  forces  which  mingle  with  the 
lives  of  men  and  guide  them,  will  draw  him  into 
such  a  dreadful  position  sooner  or  later,  that  the 
bitterness  will  enter  in  upon  him  and  destroy  the 
very  memory  of  sweetness  he  has  known. 


FABLE  II. 


A  young  woman  stood  alone  in  a  small,  bare 
room.  She  was  quite  still,  like  a  statue,  and  as 
beautiful  as  any  shape  carved  by  the  great  sculptors. 

There  was  no  beauty  surrounding  her.  The  room 
in  which  she  was  had  no  merit  save  that  for  the  time 
being  it  was  her  own,  and  the  door  was  locked  on 
the  inside.  The  whole  world  of  men  and  women 
was  shut  out  from  her  by  the  turn  of  that  key; 
she  could  sometimes  hear  voices,  or  the  movements 
of  some  other  inmate  of  the  house,  but  these  sounds 
did  not  affect  her  in  any  way,  for  no  one  had  any 
right  to  approach  her  in  her  solitude.  She  was  as 
isolated  as  though  she  were  on  a  desert  island. 

She  was  the  tenant  of  this  single  room,  and  she 
had  paid  a  small  sum  out  of  a  little  capital  in  which 
no  gold  appeared — only  silver — for  the  right  to 
remain  in  it  for  a  week  of  which  several  days  had 
yet  to  pass.  And  during  those  days  she  had  to 
decide  her  fate,  her  future.  She  could  not  ask 
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counsel  of  anyone,  for  she  had  not  a  friend  in  the 
world.  She  was  engaged  now  in  realizing  her 
position  ;  that  was  what  she  had  set  herself  to  do. 
It  was  not  easy.  It  seemed  incredible  that  no 
hand  was  held  out  to  her.  She  turned  her  mental 
gaze  in  every  direction.  First  she  thought  of  her 
father  ;  thought  of  him  steadily. 

“  How  I  loved  him  !  ”  she  said  aloud,  several 
times.  The  first  time  she  uttered  the  words  in  a 
low  whisper  that  was  soft,  and  full  of  the  memory 
of  great  tenderness.  Gradually  her  tone  changed 
until  it  became  very  bitter,  and  her  hands  were 
clenched,  and  her  face  was  drawn.  It  had  seemed  to 
her  at  first  as  she  stood  there  alone  that  forgiveness 
was  still  possible  ;  forgiveness  for  the  crime  he 
had  committed,  for  his  deception,  for  the  havoc 
he  had  made  of  her  life.  But  as  she  stood  there 
thinking  about  it  she  became  aware  that  forgive¬ 
ness  was  impossible.  A  feeling  of  hatred  sprang 
up  within  her  and  she  was  conscious,  throughout 
her  whole  being,  of  a  dreadful  bitterness  such  as 
she  had  never  before  known  existed,  or  was  possible. 

She  was  not  alone  in  that  little  room.  No  one 
ever  is  alone.  No  key  can  shut  out  the  invisible. 
A  mystic  shape  was  beside  her,  called  to  her  by  her 
own  state  and  condition.  She  was  not  tempted 
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of  the  devil,  the  powerful  and  independent  devil 
pictured  by  those  limited  minds  which  are  able 
to  accept  the  idea  of  a  personal  god,  because  no 
such  devil  exists.  But  that  which  the  terrified 
imagination  of  man  has  developed  into  that  dread 
spirit  was  there. 

“  Oh  !  the  bitterness  of  it  !  ”  she  exclaimed 
suddenly ;  and  she  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands  and  quivered  with  suffering.  When  at  last 
she  changed  her  position  and  let  the  light  come  upon 
her  face  again  there  was  a  change  in  it.  A  hard¬ 
ness  had  spread  over  it  like  a  film  and  the  first 
grace  had  gone  from  its  delicate  modelling. 

jSuddenly  her  mental  vision  turned  to  another 
figure — that  of  another  man.  She  thought  of 
him  without  forming  any  words,  even  in  her  mind. 
She  was  not  able  to  remember  that  she  had  actually 
loved  him,  even  for  a  moment ;  but  she  had  liked 
him  and  believed  in  him.  She  could  clearly  recall 
the  sense  of  his  passion  for  her,  and  also  the  feeling 
he  had  imparted  to  her  that  he  would  wish  always 
to  protect  and  shield  her.  At  the  first  warning 
note  of  the  catastrophe  that  was  to  come  and  which 
was  now  past,  he  had  left  her.  He  had  wished  to 
be  her  lover  until  then  ;  and  then  he  went  away, 
rejoicing  very  greatly  that  no  final  words  had  been 
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spoken,  and  that  he  was  still  free.  She  did  not  hate 
him  ;  it  was  rather  a  sickness  of  contempt  that 
consumed  her  than  the  fierce  fever  of  hatred.  A 
sense  of  enervation  and  exhaustion  came  over 
her.  She  was  suddenly  too  tired  for  hatred  ;  only 
utterly  embittered,  utterly  hopeless. 

“  There  cannot  be  a  God,”  she  said,  “  or  I  should 
not  suffer  like  this.  What  have  I  done,  that  to  me 
falls  the  hardest  part  of  all  ?  ” 

She  stumbled  forward  and  sank  into  a  chair, 
realizing  all  in  a  moment  that  she  was  very  tired. 
She  was  faint,  and  hungry,  but  of  that  she  took 
no  notice.  She  just  sat  in  her  chair  as  the  day 
passed  away,  and  at  last  she  laid  her  head  upon 
the  table  and  wept  very  bitterly.  Then  she  fell 
asleep,  sitting  like  that ;  fell  suddenly  asleep  like 
one  passing  into  a  deep  trance.  Her  body  became 
stiff  and  rigid  in  its  cramped  position  ;  but  she 
herself  was  free  and  went  a  long  way  into  the 
ethereal  world,  guided  by  the  shape  which  had 
been  with  her  in  her  room.  Above  them  flew  an 
angel  whose  white  wings  gleamed  with  shining 
spots  like  diamonds,  which  came  from  the  light 
within  himself. 

The  woman  was  very  beautiful  in  this  world  as 
well  as  in  the  physical  world  ;  but  her  eyes  were 
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shut  and  her  ears  closed,  and  she  neither  saw,  nor 
heard,  nor  understood.  And  her  beautiful  face  was 
hard  as  though  cut  in  marble,  though  it  was  formed 
of  ethereal  substance. 

Her  guide,  the  sombre  shape  which  had  brought 
this  shadow  on  her  face,  took  her  to  a  strange 
place  which  cannot  be  described  in  human  language, 
which  is  the  temple  of  his  kind  ;  and  here  he  laid 
her  down  in  the  presence  of  one  who  controlled 
him,  and  who  also  had  authority  over  him. 

“  Have  you  bathed  her  in  bitterness  ?  ”  asked 
the  terrible  one  ;  and  his  servant  answered  “  I 
have.” 

The  angel  folded  its  wings  and  came  down  and 
stood  beside  her. 

“  What  is  her  sin  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“  It  is  written  here,”  answered  the  terrible  one  • 
and  he  opened  a  great  book  and  showed  a  page 
on  which  was  written,  in  letters  that  gleamed  forth 
like  fire  as  they  were  read,  the  story  of  past  lives 
in  which  the  woman  had  played  with  the  hearts 
of  these  two  men  and  crumbled  them  to  dust  and 
ashes  in  her  hands,  so  that  they  had  entered  upon 
life  thereafter  without  hearts,  and  without  the 
knowledge  of  what  love  is. 

“  It  is  her  fault,”  said  the  terrible  one.  “  It  is 
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her  sin  that  makes  these  men  what  they  are.  This 
must  be  hidden  from  them,  but  she  must  be  made 
to  know  it.  Open  her  eyes  and  we  will  show  her 
the  picture  of  her  past,  and  she  will  remember 
it  as  a  dream.” 

The  angel  touched  her  eyes,  but  they  did  not 
open.  They  were  as  eyes  of  stone. 

“  Not  yet,”  he  said,  “  It  is  too  soon.  She  must 
go  back  and  suffer  more.” 

So  the  guide  lifted  her  and  prepared  to  take 
her  back  to  the  physical  world.  And  as  the  angel 
spread  his  wings,  the  terrible  one  said  to  him,  “  We 
are  weary  of  this  work  of  chastising  men.  When 
will  the  Saviour  of  Men  take  them  all  into  His 
flock  ?  ” 

The  angel  bowed  his  head,  but  said  no  word. 
The  terrible  one  spoke  again  to  his  servant  and 
said,  “  Bring  up  the  waters  of  affliction  about  her 
from  all  sides  and  bathe  her  deeply  in  bitterness.” 
The  servant  bowed  his  head  and  said  no  word  ; 
and  the  three  departed  back  to  earth.  And  when 
the  spirit  of  the  woman  entered  into  her  body  she 
was  scarcely  able  to  raise  it,  so  fixed  was  it  in  its 
painful  position.  The  dawn  was  coming  and  a 
faint  light  showed  the  sordid  sadness  of  the  place 
in  which  she  was ;  and  she  knew  of  none  other, 
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for  she  could  not  look  beyond  those  four  walls. 
For  her  there  seemed  nothing  outside  of  them, 
or  beyond  them.  And  yet  there  always  hovered 
near  her  an  angelic  guardian  who  waited  to  open 
the  gate  of  Paradise  for  her  at  any  moment.  But, 
she  was  deaf  and  unseeing. 

Looking  about  her,  and  trying  to  realize  her 
physical  state,  she  rose  with  difficulty.  Jangled 
memories  of  her  sense  of  flight  through  great  space, 
and  of  guidance  and  help  on  the  way,  struggled 
in  her  tired  brain  with  the  returning  consciousness 
of  her  bitter  state  on  earth.  She  dimly  knew 
that  she  had  not  felt  quite  so  homeless  in  that 
great  space  as  in  this  little  room,  and  that  there 
had  been  some  companionship  there,  while  there 
was  none  here. 

“  I  wish  I  had  not  waked  !  ”  she  said,  “  I  wish 
I  could  fall  asleep  again  and  never  wake  !  ” 

But  that  might  not  be.  All  drowsiness  passed 
from  her  and  she  became  acutely  aware  of  her 
miserable  position. 

“  It  is  useless  to  sit  here  like  this  unless  I  mean 
to  kill  myself,”  she  thought ;  “  I  must  take  some 
step  or  other.” 

She  thought  over  the  idea  of  taking  her  own 
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life  as  a  means  of  putting  an  end  to  her  present 
position.  But  it  did  not  please  her.  She  had 
never  until  now  given  any  thought  in  this  incarna¬ 
tion  to  the  idea  of  any  life  or  consciousness  outside 
or  beyond  it.  Her  insolent  beauty,  her  superb 
health,  and  the  luxury  in  which  she  had  lived 
hitherto,  had  entirely  satisfied  her,  and  she  had 
not  troubled  to  look  any  further.  If  she  had 
retained  this  feeling  that  had  served  her  so  far,  of 
there  being  nothing  outside  the  life  she  was  now 
in,  she  would  have  put  an  end  to  it  without  hesita¬ 
tion.  But  the  jangled  memories  of  her  recent 
experience  served  to  stay  her  hand,  she  knew  not 
unto  what  place  a  rash  action  might  bring  her. 
Although  less  homeless  and  less  lonely  in  the  wide 
ethereal  space  than  on  earth,  yet  she  had  a  dim 
sense  that  her  position  there  was,  in  some  obscure 
manner  which  defied  her  power  of  thought,  even 
less  desirable  than  here.  Here  she  was  injured, 
ill-used,  deserving  all  sympathy  from  gods  and 
men,  and  even  though  that  sympathy  were  not 
manifested  the  sense  that  it  was  her  right  made 
her  feel  a  certain  defiant  strength.  But  there,  in 
that  wide  space,  among  those  strange  powerful 
beings,  some  sense  of  her  being  herself  to  blame, 
or  of  being  blamed,  had  come  upon  her. 


33 


“  I  am  overdone,”  she  said,  “  my  brain  is 
getting  confused.  I  shall  go  mad  if  I  don’t  take 
care.” 

The  sense  of  self-preservation  stirred  within  her. 
She  began  mechanically,  and  barely  conscious  of 
what  she  did,  to  bathe  her  face  and  comb  out  her 
hair  and  rearrange  it.  As  she  looked  into  the  little 
mirror  she  was  startled  by  the  change  in  her  face. 
The  alteration  was  a  deep  one.  Those  who  were 
familiar  with  her  appearance  would  see  in  this 
change  signs  of  the  suffering  she  had  experienced. 
But  it  was  a  deeper  change  than  that.  It  told  of 
the  first  stir  of  the  spirit,  of  the  beginning  of  the 
awakening  of  the  higher  nature.  This  awakening 
was  acutely  painful  because  it  brought  the  first 
faint  feeling  that  in  some  dimly  apprehended  way 
she  herself  was  guilty — guilty  of  what,  she  knew 
not,  but  the  sense  of  guilt  was  there. 

She  left  her  room,  and  went  downstairs  and  out 
of  the  house.  It  was  a  dreary,  wet  day,  and  she 
drew  close  round  her  the  dark  cloak  she  wore,  one 
of  the  simplest  garments  from  her  old  wardrobe, 
the  only  one  which  had  seemed  suitable  to  bring 
from  the  gorgeous  past  into  the  sordid  present. 
She  went  to  a  small  restaurant  near  where  she 
knew  she  could  get  a  simple  breakfast  such  as  she 
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now  began  to  long  for,  as  her  physical  strength  was 
beginning  to  re-assert  itself. 

In  this  restaurant  she  had  a  curious  experience, 
one  which  marked  the  beginning  of  a  new  life  for 
her.  First  of  all  she  fainted ;  sitting  in  her  chair  at 
the  table  she  fainted  away  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  before  the  tea  she  had  asked  for  could  be 
brought  to  her.  It  was  a  swoon  of  sheer  exhaus¬ 
tion.  She  had  not  been  in  a  fit  state  to  come  out 
into  the  chill  street. 

When  she  opened  her  eyes,  after  only  a  moment 
or  two  of  complete  unconsciousness,  the  waitress 
who  was  serving  her  was  leaning  on  the  table 
looking  closely  at  her. 

“  That’s  right,”  said  the  girl,  with  a  sigh  of 
relief,  “  I’m  glad  you’ve  come  round  without  a 
fuss.  Now,  drink  some  tea  and  you’ll  soon  be 
better.” 

Slowly,  as  she  sipped  the  hot  tea,  life  and  under¬ 
standing  began  to  return  to  her ;  and  when  she 
had  finished  it  she  was  quiet  and  composed,  without 
any  sign  of  feebleness. 

The  waitress  went  away  to  attend  to  other 
customers,  and  presently  came  back  and  stood  by 
her  again. 

“  I  know  you,”  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  “  you 
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are  Margaret  Litton,  I’ve  seen  your  portrait  in  the 
papers.  It  was  put  in  with  your  father’s.  I  know 
he  is  gone  to  do  his  time.  How  are  you  here  by 
yourself  ?  Where  are  your  friends  ?  ” 

“  I  have  none,”  answered  Margaret  bitterly. 

“  I  thought  so.  All  gone,  have  they,  like  rats 
from  a  sinking  ship  ?  That’s  the  way  with  rich 
people’s  friends.  My  mother  wants  to  see  you. 
Will  you  come  to  her  ?  ” 

Margaret  stared  in  apathetic  surprise. 

“  She’s  heard  about  you,”  said  the  girl,  “  every- 
body’s  heard  about  you.  Most  have  forgotten  you 
to-day,  of  course,  as  there’s  other  news  in  the 
papers  ;  but  mother  hasn’t.  I  go  home  for  half 
an  hour  at  twelve  o‘clock,  it’s  just  round  the  corner. 
Will  you  come  ?  ” 

Margaret  hesitated,  having  no  idea  why  she 
should  go,  and  having  heard  no  reason  why  she 
should.  But  there  was  appeal  and  persistence  in 
the  girl’s  eyes,  and  she  was  being  summoned  to 
another  table.  It  seemed  less  trouble  to  say 
“  Yes,”  than  to  inquire  further  ;  so  she  said  “  Yes.” 

“  Meet  me  at  the  door  at  twelve,  then,”  said  the 
girl,  and  she  hurried  away. 

Margaret  truly  said  she  had  no  friends,  for  her 
father  had  surrounded  himself  with  the  kind  of 


36 


friends  who  disappear  at  the  first  sign  of  trouble  of 
any  sort.  But  she  had,  of  course,  relations.  Her 
mother’s  sister  had  made  no  sign  ;  but  she  was  the 
one  amongst  them  all  that  Margaret  shrank  least 
from  approaching.  She  decided,  while  still  fortified 
by  her  breakfast,  to  go  and  see  her  at  once  and  ask 
her  advice.  She  was  a  quick,  graceful  walker,  and 
it  was  not  long  before  she  reached  her  aunt’s  house. 

“  Where  have  you  been  since  yesterday  ?  ” 
demanded  her  aunt  the  moment  they  met.  “I  was 
told  you  went  out  of  the  court  by  yourself,  and  no 
one  seemed  to  know  what  had  become  of  you.  I 
have  been  afraid  you  might  do  something  desperate 
— kill  yourself  or  something.” 

”  No — I  shall  not  do  that,”  said  Margaret  slowly, 
recognising,  as  she  said  it,  that  since  last  night  she 
would  be  afraid  to.  “I  went  to  a  poor  woman  I 
know  and  took  one  of  her  rooms  and  stayed  there. 
I  needed  to  be  alone.  I  was  half  mad.” 

“You  should  have  come  here.” 

“  Could  I  ask  you  to  take  me  in,  knowing  what 
you  feel  about — ”  her  voice  faltered  and  then  grew 
hard,  “  about  my  father.” 

“  I  have  always  hated  your  father  and  suspected 
him.  Your  mother  should  never  have  married  him 
if  I  could  have  prevented  her.  But  I  could  not — 
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I  believe  she  loved  him — and  he  broke  her 
heart.” 

For  a  little  while  after  this  was  said  there  was 
silence.  Margaret  felt  the  bitterness  of  life  closing 
in  on  her  on  all  sides  ;  the  mystic  shape  was  in  the 
room  and  flung  the  waves  of  bitterness  upon  her. 
It  seemed  to  her  unbearable.  At  last  she  spoke. 
Her  voice  was  full  of  the  bitterness. 

“  I  loved  him,  too,”  she  said.  “  I  can  guess  now 
what  my  mother  suffered.  I  have  come  to  ask 
you,  for  her  sake,  to  advise  me  what  had  I  better 
do.  I  have  nothing  but  the  clothes  I  am  wearing, 
and  a  few  shillings.  I  left  everything  behind 
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me. 

“  Even  your  mother’s  jewels,  I  suppose,”  said 
Mrs.  Hillier,  with  a  strange  sound  in  her  voice. 

“  I  did  not  go  back  at  all,  after  hearing  the 
sentence,”  said  Margaret,  “  but  if  I  had  gone  I 
could  not  have  brought  anything  away.  I  had 
never  known  my  father  was  in  such  debt,  or  I 
would  have  tried  to  do  something  long  ago. 
Everything  belonged  to  the  creditors.” 

“  Yes — you  were  right,  I  think,  but  I  should 
have  expected  him  to  have  got  something  hidden 
away  for  you  somewhere — out  of  the  country 
perhaps.” 
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“  No,”  said  Margaret,  “  and  I  should  not  take 
it  if  he  had.  Please  advise  me  what  to  do.” 

“  You  can  only  go  into  a  situation.  You  had 
better  go  abroad  where  you  will  not  be  likely  to 
meet  people  you  have  known ;  I  will  help  you 
get  one  ;  meantime  come  and  stay  here.”  The 
bitterness  pressed  on  her  ;  she  knew  we  1  that  these 
words  were  said  solely  from  a  sense  of  duty. 

“  Thank  you,”  she  answered  slowly,  “  I  will  not 
do  that.  It  would  be  painful  for  you  and  my 
cousins.  I  have  a  room  for  a  week  ;  it  is  in  a  very 
poor  house,  but  it  is  quite  quiet.  The  woman 
who  keeps  it  used  to  come  and  work  for  the  ser¬ 
vants  sometimes.  She  saw  me  go  out  of  court  and 
followed  me,  because  she  had  the  same  idea  that 
you  had.  I  went  home  with  her.  I  will  give  you 
the  address  and  then  you  can  write  to  me  there.” 

“  Very  well,”  said  Mrs.  Hillier,  taking  a  paper 
on  which  Margaret  had  written  the  address.  She 
glanced  at  it  and  saw  that  it  was  in  a  very  poor 
district.  Margaret  rose  and  went  away  quietly, 
neither  receiving  nor  expecting  to  receive,  any 
kind  of  affectionate  farewell.  The  man-servant 
who  let  her  out  of  the  front  door  looked  at  her 
with  pity ;  but  she  did  not  know  it.  She  was 
longing  to  get  out  of  the  house  in  which  she  knew 
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she  was  not  wanted.  The  sense  of  being  unwanted 
was  the  nearest  of  the  waves  of  bitterness  just 
then.  One  of  her  cousins  hurried  to  an  upstairs 
window  to  look  after  her,  her  eyes  full  of  tears  ;  she 
was  in  doubt  whether  she  dare  follow  her,  and  so 
let  the  moment  pass.  Margaret  might  have  seen 
her  if  she  had  looked  up,  but  it  was  not  the  object 
of  the  tormentor  that  any  alleviation  should  come 
to  her  now ;  so  he  drove  her  on,  like  a  lost  soul, 
through  the  wet,  windy  streets.  She  was  only  a 
little  too  soon  for  her  appointment  with  the 
waitress,  and  walked  up  and  down,  watching  for  her. 

Mrs.  Hillier  went  to  the  house  where  Margaret 
lodged,  almost  immediately,  and  saw  her  little 
room  and  talked  to  the  woman  who  kept  the  house. 
But  Margaret  did  not  guess  she  was  doing  this, 
and  knew  nothing  of  it  till  the  next  morning  when 
breakfast  was  brought  to  her  and  she  was  told 
that  various  arrangements  had  been  made  for  her 
comfort. 

But  now  she  preferred  to  walk  about  in  the 
dreary  street  rather  than  go  in,  for  it  seemed  to 
her  that  she  would  miss  fire  and  food  and  all  the 
other  things  that  hitherto  she  had  fancied  came  of 
themselves,  more  within  doors  than  without.  For 
she  was  understanding  for  the  first  time  that  these 
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things  do  not  come  of  themselves,  and  that  her 
father  had  left  her  without  the  means  to  obtain 
them.  Truly,  he  was  suffering  himself,  but  then 
he  had  committed  crimes  and  had  rejoiced  in  the 
results.  She  had  done  no  wrong  and  was  suffering 
for  his  sins.  So  her  thoughts  ran,  and  she  hardened 
her  heart  against  him.  And  the  tormentor  drove 
her  to  and  fro,  so  that  she  walked  quickly  up  and 
down  like  some  creature  in  prison.  In  one  of  her 
rapid  turns  she  came  face  to  face  with  her  new 
acquaintance,  and  did  not  recognise  her  at  first. 

“  Come,”  said  the  girl,  “there  is  very  little  time.” 

They  went  round  a  corner  into  a  gloomy  little 
street  of  tenement  houses,  and  entered  one  of  them. 
Upstairs  they  went,  on  and  on,  to  the  very  top, 
and  there  in  a  little  room  under  the  roof  sat  a 
huddled  up  figure,  all  crippled  and  twisted  ;  and 
when  the  old  face  was  lifted  and  turned  toward 
the  door,  Margaret  saw  that  the  eyes  were  sightless. 

“  Who  is  this  with  you  ?  ”  asked  the  old  woman. 
“  No,  my  dear,  you  needn’t  tell  me,  I  see  who  it  is. 
You  were  clever  to  find  her  for  me  ;  but  I  suppose 
the  Master  brought  her  to  you.  I  can’t  get  up  to 
greet  you,  Miss  ;  I’ve  been  helpless  with  rheu¬ 
matics  and  other  things  these  many  years.  I  had 
a  feeling  you  were  desperate  when  my  girl  read 
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about  you  to  me  from  the  papers  ;  and  I  see  you 
are.” 

Margaret  turned  in  surprise  to  the  girl.  She 
laughed. 

“  Mother  always  talks  like  that,”  she  said,  “  she 
says  she  sees  people  though  she’s  blind.” 

“I  do  see  people,”  said  the  old  woman,  “ but 
it  isn’t  their  bodies  I  see.  Will  you  stay  with 
me  a  little  while  ?  There’s  things  I’d  like  to  say 
to  you,  and  I  don’t  see  that  you’re  in  any  hurry  to 
go  anywhere  else.” 

“  No,  I  am  not,”  admitted  Margaret,  “  I  will 
stay  if  you  like.” 

The  girl  put  a  chair  for  her,  and  almost 
immediately  went  away. 

“  When  you  want  to  go,”  she  said,  “  just  say  so 
to  mother ;  she’ll  be  pleased  if  you  stay  a  little 
while.” 

With  a  nod  she  was  gone.  As  the  sound  of  her 
footsteps  died  away  the  woman  began  to  speak 
again,  and  in  so  changed  a  tone  and  manner  that 
Margaret  was  inexpressibly  startled. 

“  I  see  you  to  be  a  wild,  poor  soul  in  the  hands 
of  the  tormentor  !  I  recognise  you,  for  I  am  a  lost 
soul  suffering  from^the  torment.  Listen,  and  I  will 
tell  you.  That  girl  calls  me  mother,  but  she  is  not 
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my  child.  My  girl  was  her  friend,  I  had  none  to 
love  but  my  child  ;  she  was  killed  in  an  accident. 
There  was  nothing  left  for  me  and  I  tried  to  follow 
her.  I  could  not  succeed  ;  I  only  crippled  myself 
and  made  myself  ill  and  helpless  for  life.  Here  I 
sit,  a  lost  soul  in  prison.  Yes,  in  prison.  That  is 
what  my  body  is.  I  am  held  in  it  as  though  by  bolts 
and  bars.  If  I  had  not  rebelled  and  blasphemed 
when  that  dear  beautiful  young  life  was  cut  short 
I  might  have  been  allowed  to  go.  But  I  was 
thrust  back,  while  she  went  far  away.  I  know 
that  now,  but  I  did  not  then,  I  thought  all  was 
over  with  her  ;  I  didn’t  know  there  was  anything 
outside  this  world  at  all.  I  cannot  go  out  from 
this  world,  I  am  prisoned  in  it,  but  in  my  long 
imprisonment  I  have  learned  the  truth ;  the  scales 
have  fallen  from  my  eyes.  Not  from  my  bodily 
eyes  ;  they  are  blinded  ;  but  from  other  eyes  that 
I  have,  that  we  all  have,  though  not  many  of  us 
see  with  them.  Most  people  think  I  am  mad  when 
I  talk  to  them,  you  do,  but  it  doesn't  matter. 
When  your  body  is  asleep  and  you  come  out  of  it 
you  will  understand  what  I  am  saying  to  you  and 
help  will  come  to  you  from  it.  Because,  though  I 
am  in  the  hands  of  the  tormentor,  the  Lamb  of  God 
watches  over  me,  and  now  and  again  He  brings 
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me  one  whom  I  can  help.  And  that  carries  me 
through  the  long  years.  Oh  God,  what  the  release 
will  be — when  these  bolts  and  bars  fall  asunder  !  ” 

She  ceased  speaking  and  was  silent  a  long  time, 
wrapped  in  thought  apparently.  Margaret  fancied 
her  presence  was  forgotten.  She  gazed  on  the 
strange  figure  with  amazement.  The  aspect  was 
that  of  a  poor,  worn  creature,  the  wreck  of  a 
woman  of  the  people.  But  the  speech  was  that  of 
a  cultivated  person.  Margaret  recognised  that  her 
thoughts  had  been  read  when  suddenly  the  woman 
spoke  again. 

“  Yes — long  ago  I  was  such  a  one  as  yourself. 
My  first  ordeal  was  poverty,  and  then  the  loss  of 
the  one  I  loved  and  lived  for.  You  have  the  two 
ordeals  in  one  ;  you  have  lost  all.  I  know  it ;  I 
see  it.  I  ask  you  not  to  rebel,  and  not  to  blas¬ 
pheme.  I  have  been  praying  for  you.” 

“  How  can  I  help  it,”  said  Margaret,  in  a  low 
voice  of  agony. 

A  strange  feeling  came  to  her  even  as  she  spoke 
— a  feeling  as  of  something  else  in  the  room  bes  de 
themselves — a  thing  rather  than  a  person,  yet  full 
of  power  and  conscious  cruelty.  The  woman 
bowed  her  head  and  muttered  words  that  Margaret 
could  not  catch.  She  suddenly  stood  up. 
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“  I  am  frightened  !  ”  she  said,  and  wondered  at 
the  sound  of  her  voice,  for  she  had  not  intended  to 
speak.  But  having  spoken,  she  said  more. 

“  I  am  going  away — I  feel  faint — I  want  to  go 
out  into  the  air.” 

And  indeed  a  wildness  had  come  upon  her — a 
sense  that  she  must  escape  from  the  place  she  was 
in,  and  from  the  presence  of  this  terrible  old  woman. 
She  turned  to  go  to  the  door,  but  instead  fell  back 
in  her  chair,  unconscious.  But  the  unconsciousness 
was  only  physical  and  apparent.  She  saw,  through 
the  white  closed  eyelids,  that  a  bright  shape  stood 
beside  her  which  she  knew  to  be  the  one  which 
had  been  speaking  to  her  ;  and  beyond  it  stood 
another  Being  that  was  all  Light.  A  tender  hand 
touched  her,  and  an  infinitely  gentle  voice  said  : 

“  Suffer  and  be  strong.  Come  unto  Me.” 

The  faintness  passed,  and  in  great  confusion  she 
lost  sight  of  the  great  Light  and  opened  her  eyes 
on  the  dark  little  room.  The  crippled  woman  had 
tried  to  come  to  her  aid,  and  had  fallen  to  the 
ground,  and  was  moaning  in  pain.  But  on  the 
quivering  lips  was  a  strange  smile. 

Margaret  lifted  her,  and  tended  her  as  well  as 
she  knew  how,  through  [long,  solitary,  anxious 
hours.  At  last  the  girl  came  back.  “  Poor 
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mother  !  ”  she  said,  and  that  was  all.  At  last  the 
bent  body  seemed  suddenly  to  straighten  itself  and 
grow  tall ;  the  release  had  come. 

They  knelt  side  by  side  and  prayed  ;  and  then 
talked  a  long  while.  The  girl,  whose  very  name 
was  unknown  to  Margaret,  told  her  how  one  who 
loved  her  was  waiting  for  her,  and  had  been 
waiting  for  her  for  years,  because  she  would  not 
leave  the  helpless  woman. 

“  We  shall  be  married  now,”  she  said,  “  and  her 
blessing  will  be  with  us.  Don’t  you  feel  it  in  the 
room  ?  she  is  pouring  it  on  to  us.” 

“  Yes,”  said  Margaret,  “  I  feel  it.  I  shall  never 
be  afraid  of  anything  again.” 

In  the  morning  she  went  back  to  her  own 
lodging.  As  she  walked  she  felt  that  the  tormentor 
had  left  her.  The  waters  of  bitterness  had  washed 
her  soul  and  departed  from  her.  She  moved  in  an 
atmosphere  of  love.  A  resolution  became  formed 
and  fixed  in  her  mind  ;  that  she  would  not  leave 
the  country,  but  would  by  some  means  manage  to 
live  within  reach  of  her  father  so  that  she  could 
see  him  when  it  was  permitted.  A  most  intense 
relief  was  felt  by  her  when  she  realised  that  she 
had  in  fact  forgiven  him  and  was  prepared  to  be 
the  one  to  love  and  serve. 

D 
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When  she  re-entered  the  room  in  which  she  had 
passed  such  strange  and  dreadful  hours  she  found 
there  a  letter  from  her  lover.  He  had  found  out 
her  address  from  Mrs.  Hillier  and  had  been  to  the 
house  in  her  absence  and  left  this  letter  for  her. 
He  very  frankly  told  a  strange  story,  and  made  a 
manly  and  complete  confession.  He  had  shrunk 
from  association  with  her  and  her  father ;  he  had 
indeed  deserted  them.  But  in  the  course  of  the 
night  just  passed,  which  had  been  sleepless  for  him, 
it  appeared  to  him  that  some  mysterious  influence 
had  touched  his  heart  and  softened  it.  A  great 
yearning  had  burst  forth  within  him,  a  passionate 
desire  to  help  and  comfort  the  woman  whom  he 
had  deserted  in  her  hour  of  need.  And  so  strong 
was  this  that  as  soon  as  possible  he  had  gone  to 
find  out  where  she  was.  The  circumstances  were 
all  made  easy  for  him,  the  angel  which  had  been 
sent  to  unloose  the  locked  heart  strings  having 
smoothed  his  way.  For  Margaret’s  fate  had  all 
been  changed,  now  that  the  wise  words  of  one  who 
had  suffered  had  fallen  on  fruitful  ground,  and 
made  it  right  for  the  waters  of  bitterness  to  pass 
away  from  her.  The  necessity  for  bitterness  had 
passed. 

The  day  saw  her  re-united  to  the  man  who  had 
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loved  her,  and  who  now  loved  her  again ;  the 
night  that  followed  was  for  her  the  turning  point 
of  her  whole  life.  For  she  fell  into  a  deep  sleep  of 
exhaustion,  and  lay  like  one  dead.  And  the  angel 
who  guarded  her  carried  her  to  the  terrible  one, 
and  touched  her  eyes,  and  found  that  they  would 
open.  And  she  saw  the  picture  which  had  been 
prepared,  of  her  past  incarnations  and  her  relation¬ 
ship  to  the  two  men  who  were  again  inextricably 
associated  with  her  fate.  She  perceived  that  it 
was  for  her  to  render  a  life-long  devotion  to  both. 
And  when  she  awoke  from  that  sleep  it  was  to  her 
as  though  she  had  been  bathed  in  a  sweet  spring 
which  destroyed  all  memory  of  the  waters  of 
bitterness.  And  in  devotion  she  found  the  sweet¬ 
ness  of  her  life. 


ON  THAT  WHICH  ENDURES. 


The  power  of  endurance  is  the  first  seed  of  true 
immortality,  the  immortality  which  does  not  stoop 
to  re-birth  and  does  not  any  longer  require  the  rest 
and  temporary  opportunity  of  mortal  life. 

To  become  conscious  of  the  self  as  a  never  dying 
and  never  fading  flame  is  more  than  the  spirit  of 
man  can  compass.  It  intimidates  and  alarms  him, 
and  he  can  only  encounter  the  ordeal  of  discovering 
that  which  he  himself  is,  by  the  help  of  long  pre¬ 
paration.  This  preparation  consists  of  learning  to 
endure. 

It  is  that  which  has  the  power  of  endurance  in 
the  nature  of  the  man  which  takes  upon  itself  the 
task  of  building  up  a  habitation,  or  shape,  to  dwell 
in  ;  and  so  the  spirit  finds  itself  embodied  either  in 
spiritual  or  physical  substance. 

With  most  men  and  women  the  power  of  endur¬ 
ance  is  very  slight  indeed  and  they  succumb  under 
any  protracted  trial.  “  He  that  endureth  to  the 
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end  the  same  shall  be  saved  (or  initiated),”  is  a 
teaching  for  all  time  for  all  disciples.  And  it  is  a 
teaching  that  is  never  past  or  out-lived  ;  from  the 
beginning  of  true  life,  of  the  search  for  the  immortal 
state,  to  the  end,  the  need  of  endurance  is  not  only 
ever  present  but  continually  increasing.  Mortal 
life,  the  teacher  of  men,  is  constantly  applying 
tests  to  the  spirits  which  pass  through  its  crucible, 
with  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  their  powers  of 
endurance  and  their  fitness  for  the  more  searching 
ordeals.  It  is  this  deep,  fundamental  fact  in  human 
life  which  has  given  rise  to  the  stories  of  the  tests 
and  ordeals  through  which  students  of  occultism  are 
compelled  to  pass  by  the  arbitrary  orders  of  their 
masters.  The  truth  about  this  lies  deep  down  in 
the  uttermost  centre  of  things  in  human  life.  Not 
merely  the  avowed  student  of  occultism,  but  every 
living  human  being,  is  constantly  subjected  to 
tests  and,  in  accordance  with  the  power  of  endur¬ 
ance  discovered  in  him,  to  ordeals.  These  are  of 
all  kinds,  suited  in  every  case  to  the  character  of 
the  one  who  is  tested ;  and  the  infinite  complexity 
of  human  life,  the  close  weaving  of  the  woof  of  fate, 
arises  from  the  close  intermixing  of  these  innumer¬ 
able  tests.  The  endurance  of  the  father  is  tried  by 
the  volatile  nature  of  the  son  ;  the  endurance  of 
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the  son,  who  is  filled  with  desire  of  life,  is  tried  by 
the  limitations  of  the  father.  The  manner  in 
which  the  successive  generations  on  the  earth 
overlap  each  other  supplies  an  incessant  series  of 
tests,  and  sometimes  a  severe  ordeal  is  supplied  by 
means  of  this  simple  law  of  nature,  when  its  ordinary 
conditions  are  stretched  and  become  extreme.  The 
son,  who  has  resented  his  father’s  prudence  and 
refused  to  endure  it,  returns  to  earth  to  suffer 
greater  oppression  from  one  still  further  removed 
from  his  sympathy  by  weight  of  age  or  other 
disability.  But  if  he  learns  the  lesson  set  before 
him,  and  perceives  that  endurance  must  be 
acquired,  and  is  the  only  right  and  dignified  mode 
of  conduct,  he  is  likely  to  encounter  a  veritable 
ordeal  on  re-birth,  as  a  mark  of  his  advance,  and 
to  be  compelled  to  endure  oppressions  and  limita¬ 
tions  which  to  the  finite  mind  seem  utterly  unjust. 
Sometimes  whole  groups  of  spirits  which  are  ready 
for  severe  testing  are  incarnated  under  a  tyrannical 
ruler  or  a  corrupt  Government,  and  suffer  great 
hardships,  which  arouse  general  indignation.  It  is 
right  that  this  indignation  should  be  felt  and 
expressed,  and  that  every  effort  should  be  made 
to  relieve  and  rescue  those  who  are  oppressed,  even 
by  those  who  are  sufficiently  advanced  to  see 
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beyond  the  law  of  this  plane  ;  for  man  has  no 
right  to  be  anything  but  helpful  to  his  brother  man, 
of  whom  he  is  not  the  judge,  and  whom  he  is 
unable  to  judge.  But  those  who  are  advanced 
obtain  help  in  themselves  from  the  knowledge  that 
all  the  suffering  in  the  world  takes  place  according 
to  law,  and  that  all  hardship  is  a  merciful  teacher. 
The  destiny  of  man  is  so  great,  so  transcendent, 
that  he  needs  the  severe  training  which  is  of 
necessity  the  lot  of  all  who  fill  places  of  great 
responsibility. 

When  first  discomfort  comes,  that  which  gradu¬ 
ally  intensifies  into  suffering,  all  try  to  escape  from 
it,  and  fancy  that  they  can  easily  do  so. 

It  appears  then  as  if  a  slight  change  of  circum¬ 
stances,  a  change  of  place,  or  of  work,  or  of 
associates,  will  be  sufficient  to  make  of  life  what  it 
was  before  the  test  began.  But  soon  it  becomes 
evident  that  either  the  change  is  not  obtainable  or 
it  does  not  produce  the  desired  result.  This  being 
made  manifest  an  action  commences  within  the 
nature  of  the  man.  While  the  test  was  slight  he 
regarded  it  as  quite  external  to  himself,  something 
which  could  be  altered  by  a  re-arrangement  in  ex¬ 
ternal  circumstances.  But  when  the  deeper  pressure 
begins  to  be  felt,  and  the  power  from  above  which 
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men  call  fate,  orders  that  the  pressure  shall  persist, 
then  the  man  feels  it  within  himself,  in  the  very 
kernel  of  his  being.  If  he  rebels,  throwing  aside 
responsibilities  and  duties,  and  cutting  ties  asunder, 
then  that  kernel  contracts  and  becomes  less  in  size 
and  also  in  sensitiveness.  If  he  decides  that 
endurance  is  the  right  course,  and  recognises  his 
responsibilities  and  allows  the  claims  upon  him  to 
encompass  him,  and  apparently  even  to  drag  him 
down,  then  the  kernel  enlarges  and  its  powers 
develop.  For  it  is  the  ego,  the  true  self,  and  it  is 
that  which  has  the  power  of  endurance.  The 
animal  part  of  man,  the  sheath  in  which  he  walks 
the  earth,  is  without  any  such  power.  The  beast 
of  the  field  which  suffers  physical  ills  heroically 
does  so  by  means  of  a  power  of  its  own  of  which 
man  knows  nothing,  for  though  it  is  the  com¬ 
panion  of  man  in  this  world,  it  is  following  a 
different  law  of  evolution  and  its  being  remains  a 
mystery  to  him.  When  man  suffers  physical  ills, 
or  mental  pain,  or  any  of  the  special  human 
sorrows  of  jealousy,  hate,  anger  and  grief,  with 
heroism  and  endurance,  he  does  so  by  virtue  of 
that  which  is  his  true  self  and  which  has  in  it  the 
power  of  eternal  persistence. 

The  man  who  becomes  unnerved  by  hardship  or 
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anxiety  is  preparing  for  himself  a  longer  probation. 
He  will  probably  obtain  the  immediate  result, 
which  will  almost  wear  the  aspect  of  a  reward,  of 
an  incarnation  of  idleness  and  luxury.  This  will 
be  given  him  in  order  that  he  may  be  able  to 
gather  up  his  forces  and  make  ready  to  go  on. 
But  he  is  hindering  the  progress  of  the  race  by  his 
slowness,  and  this  will  make  his  individual  lot  a 
harder  one  as  he  progresses.  For  the  whole  race  is 
one,  and  each  portion  of  it  must  bear  its  burden 
equally  with  each  other.  Therefore  he  who  slips 
back  now,  and  is  given  time  to  recover  his  breath 
and  courage,  must  make  up  this  time  later.  It  is 
better  to  take  each  ordeal  as  it  comes,  and 
endure  it,  and  so  be  free  to  pass  on  to  the  next. 
It  is  a  delusion  to  imagine  it  can  be  escaped  by 
not  doing  so.  It  is  only  postponed.  There  is  never 
any  possibility  of  escape,  because  man  is  himself 
the  ordainer  of  his  own  fate.  The  race  came  as  a 
united  whole  into  the  place  created  for  it  to 
grow  in,  and  as  a  united  whole  it  will  pass  forth 
from  it.  And  each  man  shared  in  the  decision  to 
descend  into  matter,  as  each  man  will  share  in  the 
desire  to  pass  through  it  and  attain  to  that  which 
is  beyond.  The  darkness  of  a  darkened  soul  is 
a  cause  of  obscurity  to  all  men.  The  unjust  ruler 
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who  serves  as  the  instrument  which  causes  suffering 
to  groups  of  advancing  souls  is  a  hindrance  to 
man,  not  in  consequence  of  these  ill  deeds,  but  in 
consequence  of  the  obscurity  within  himself  and 
the  hardness  and  insensibility  of  the  spiritual 
kernel  within  him.  He  will  sink  back  into  sloth 
and  sleep  and  childish  amusements  while  those  he 
has  oppressed  will  spring  on  and  upwards.  It  is 
the  tyrant  who  needs  help,  not  his  victims  ;  but 
only  by  the  effort  to  save  his  victims  can  he  be 
shown  the  evil  of  his  deeds,  so  that  the  advanced 
occultist  acts  in  the  same  manner  in  a  crisis  of  this 
character  as  the  just  man  who  is  aware  of  nothing 
beyond  this  plane. 

The  evil  in  a  man  does  not  endure  ;  it  has  no 
persistence.  It  is  that  which  leads  him  away  from 
all  that  is  painful  to  himself  and  makes  him 
indifferent  to  the  pain  endured  by  others.  It 
prevents  him  from  standing  any  test  or  surviving 
any  ordeal ;  it  makes  him  a  rebel,  one  who  would 
separate  himself  from  the  march  of  the  race.  It 
therefore  passes  from  him  because  it  is  not  that 
which  endures. 


FABLE  III. 

A  child  stood  beside  a  broad,  deep  river,  looking 
down  into  its  dark  waters.  He  was  a  very  hand¬ 
some  boy  of  eight  or  nine  years  old,  with  all  the 
manner  and  bearing,  and  the  dress,  of  high  station. 
Evidently  his  was  a  birth  which  involved  responsi¬ 
bility,  as  in  all  high  positions.  This  fact  arouses 
the  interest  of  those  who  understand  the  meaning 
of  life,  because,  whether  the  result  is  success  or 
failure,  the  person  born  into  such  a  position  is 
found  worthy  of  a  severe  test. 

As  he  stood  there  quietly,  wrapped  in  thought 
so  profound  as  to  be  remarkable  in  one  so  young, 
a  man  who  was  walking  along  the  river  bank  was 
attracted  by  his  appearance  and  paused  to  observe 
him.  He  was  a  man  in  the  prime  of  life,  strong  and 
dark,  with  very  piercing  and  penetrating  black 
eyes  ;  he  was  dressed  as  if  for  rough  walking  and 
had  the  air  of  being  engaged  in  a  long  expedition. 
But  the  child’s  face  and  attitude  of  deep  thought 


56 


so  attracted  him  that  he  paused  in  his  steady  walk 
and  stood  still  a  long  while  watching  him.  Pre¬ 
sently  the  child  looked  up  and  regarded  the  man 
with  interest,  but  apparently  without  any  concern. 
Clearly  he  was  one  for  whom  strangers  were  no 
source  of  danger  or  alarm,  or  else  his  was  not  a 
nature  to  be  alarmed.  There  was  certainly  nothing 
to  frighten  a  child  in  this  man’s  appearance,  except 
his  gaze,  which  was  of  so  penetrating  and  dominating 
a  character  that  many  a  boy  of  that  age  would 
have  shrunk  from  it  and  turned  away.  But  this 
boy  returned  the  gaze  with  one  equally  undaunted 
and  expressing  simple  inquiry  and  interest.  After 
a  moment,  the  man  spoke. 

“  I  believe  I  am  trespassing,”  he  said,  “  and  I 
think  you  are  the  owner  of  the  ground  I  stand  on.” 

“  Yes,”  said  the  boy  simply,  “  but  I  have  no 
power  over  it,  nor  shall  have  for  many  years.  It 
is  a  pity  I  am  so  young.  Still,  my  wishes  are 
regarded  to  a  certain  extent,  and  I  am  able  to 
welcome  you  upon  the  ground  that  is  held  in  trust 
for  me.  Are  you  walking  a  long  distance  ?  Will 
you  come  and  rest  at  the  castle  ?  ” 

“  I  am  walking  through  England,”  was  the 
answer.  “  I  want  to  know  the  whole  country. 
The  whole  course  of  this  river  is  new  to  me,  and  I 
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wish  to  follow  it  to  its  source.  I  shall  be  grateful 
for  a  rest,  and  I  should  like  to  see  your  old  castle, 
of  which  I  have  heard  much.” 

“  Many  miles  of  this  river  are  mine,”  said  the 
boy.  “  It  should  be  a  friend,  but  I  cannot  help 
regarding  it  as  an  enemy,  for  my  father  died  in  it.” 

They  stood  side  by  side  in  silence,  looking  down 
into  the  dark  water.  The  man  said  nothing,  but 
the  boy  felt  that  his  silence  was  eloquent,  and  was 
conscious  of  his  sympathy. 

Presently  they  walked  on  together,  still  without 
speaking.  Then  the  boy  said  : 

“Will  you  tell  me  your  name  and  where  you  live  ?  ” 

“  May  I  keep  my  name  unknown  to  you  until  I 
have  met  your  mother  ?  ” 

“You  know  her  then  ?  you  would  follow  her 
wishes  ?  ” 

The  man  bowed  his  head. 

The  boy  stopped  and  looked  earnestly  at  him. 
“  Is  it  you  ?  ”  he  said.  “  The  one  I  have  long 
desired  to  meet  ?  It  was  because  of  you  that  my 
father  destroyed  himself  in  that  river  ?  ” 

Again  the  man  bowed  his  head. 

“  Why  do  you  come  here  ?  To  make  my  poor 
mother’s  heart  bleed  again,  or  to  take  her  from 
me?  ” 
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“  Neither,  Lord  Highmount.  I  have  suffered,  and 
I  have  repented.  I  have  grieved  as  none  other  has 
grieved,  for  your  father’s  death.  Now  that  you 
know  who  I  am,  you  shall  decide  all.  I  longed  to 
pass  this  way,  and  to  look  at  the  castle  from  a 
distance.  When  I  saw  you,  and  when  you  asked 
me  to  go  there  with  you,  I  felt  that  it  might  be  the 
hand  of  fate.  But  I  am  not  sure  now.  I  will  not 
go  to  the  castle  unless  you  wish  it,  unless  you 
believe  it  best  that  I  should  do  so.  I  believe  I  am 
purified  of  the  passion  which  destroyed  your 
father’s  life  and  wrecked  your  mother’s.  I  would 
gladly  serve  you  or  her  if  it  were  in  my  power. 
The  one  thing  I  would  do,  I  cannot ;  I  cannot 
bring  the  dead  to  life.” 

“  There  is  no  death,”  said  the  boy,  simply. 
“  My  father  only  went  away  from  here,  but  he  is 
somewhere  else.  I  cannot  yet  forgive  my  mother 
for  making  him  feel  that  he  must  go  away.  I 
would  rather  you  did  not  see  her.  I  am  only  a 
child,  but  I  know  it  would  be  better  that  you 
should  not  see  her.” 

“  Good-bye,”  said  the  man,  “  you  are  a  brave, 
true  boy.  I  will  ask  for  a  blessing  on  you  every  day.” 

He  went  quickly  away,  and  Lord  Highmount 
stood  watching  him  till  he  was  out  of  sight. 
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And  that  is  Otto  Derril,  the  man  always 
described  to  me  as  a  scoundrel !  ”  he  said  to  him¬ 
self.  “  I  wonder  if  he  is  one  ?  Would  my  father 
have  done  better  to  endure  it  all  than  to  go  away  ?  ” 

His  father,  unseen,  stood  beside  him,  for  he  was 
an  earth-bound  spirit,  unable  to  leave  the  earth, 
where  his  life  should  have  been  lived  out.  He  had 
cut  it  short  in  a  frenzy  of  unendurable  jealousy. 
His  son  was  guarded  on  each  side  by  an  angel  with 
a  drawn  sword,  so  that  he  knew  not  of  the  near 
presence  of  his  father’s  spirit,  and  believed  that  it 
had  gone  far  away.  His  life  was  a  precious  and 
valuable  one  and  was  protected.  His  father,  with 
the  powers  of  the  psychic  body,  could  perceive  his 
thoughts,  and  knew  himself  to  be  judged  and  con¬ 
demned  by  his  own  child.  He  had  not  been  able 
to  endure ;  he  had  failed  in  the  test  given  to  him. 
And  the  shame  of  it  fell  hot  upon  him  as  he  read 
the  child’s  thoughts. 

In  Highmount  Castle  was  a  room  which  was  sim¬ 
ply  a  chapel  of  grief.  Here  was  gathered  together 
everything  which  had  been  the  special  property  of 
the  man  who  should  still  have  been  in  his  place, 
using  and  enjoying  these  things,  and  doing  his  work. 
No  one  entered  that  room  but  the  woman  whose 
seeming  faithlessness  had  tried  him  past  endurance ; 
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and  her  child.  She  was  in  it  now,  walking  to  and  fro, 
her  hands  clasped.  She  was  plunged  in  thought  so 
profound  that  she  was  oblivious  of  all  beyond  the 
room  she  was  in,  where  she  daily  enacted  again  in 
her  mind  the  tragedy  of  her  life.  The  uttermost 
bitterness  had  been  hers,  for  she  had  been  mis¬ 
understood  and  misinterpreted.  The  man  she  had 
loved,  and  loved  now  as  then,  was  the  father  of 
her  child.  She  had  been  placed  in  circumstances 
which  she  could  not  explain,  and  his  wild  nature 
led  him  to  the  extreme,  in  judgment  and  in  action. 
He  believed  her  faithless  ;  he  refused  to  endure  the 
torment  and  the  humiliation.  Now,  in  the  spirit, 
he  knew  all ;  and  he  daily  entered  that  chapel  of 
grief,  and  wept  bitter  tears  by  her  side.  And 
sometimes  when  she  had  been  deeply  lost  in  thought 
or  feeling,  so  that  she  was  unconscious  of  her 
body,  she  returned  to  consciousness  with  a  strange 
sense  that  he  was  with  her,  that  they  had  been 
for  a  moment  together  again. 

How  had  she  not  longed  to  follow  him  !  to  plunge 
into  that  dark  water,  and  so  release  her  spirit.  No 
matter  how  dreary  his  wanderings — and  she  felt 
that  they  were  dreary — no  matter  how  sad  his 
state — she  wished  to  be  with  him — to  share  all  his 
sufferings  and  his  grief,  and  to  show  him  all  the 
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height  and  depth  and  breadth  of  her  love.  But 
this  could  never  be,  as  the  sad  spirit  well  knew, 
for  he  could  see  the  facts  plainly  which  were  but 
dimly  apprehended  by  her  while  still  embodied. 
He  saw  that  the  crisis  in  their  lives,  the  tragedy 
which  had  broken  up  their  union,  was  in  truth  a 
crucial  test,  which  had  ended  in  a  parting  of  the 
ways.  For  she  had  thought  instantly,  when  first 
the  news  of  his  suicide  had  come  to  her,  and  while 
the  passionate  longing  to  follow  him  was  hot  upon 
her,  of  their  boy — the  beautiful  boy  who  had  come 
to  them.  “  I  cannot  leave  him  alone,”  she  cried  in 
her  agony — the  agony  she  longed  so  to  escape 
from,  the  pain  as  of  mutilation  that  comes  with 
the  death  of  one  dearer  than  oneself.  “  I  cannot 
leave  the  child  !  ”  was  the  thought  that  stayed 
her  from  following  him  ;  and  that,  too,  without 
any  reproach  for  him  because  he  had  left  the  child 
— left  it,  as  he  had  then  believed,  to  the  care 
of  a  woman  unworthy  to  be  a  mother.  “  I  must 
endure ,”  she  said  ;  and  that  which  endures  grew 
strong  within  her. 

And  the  wan  spirit  that  had  once  animated  the 
form  of  her  strong,  young  husband,  shrank  away 
as  he  witnessed  her  growth  ;  he  hid  his  face  from 
her  brightness.  For  he  saw  easy  steps  into  shady, 
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obscure  resting  places,  which  tempted  him  ;  he 
felt  that  he  would  sink  down  and  fall  away  from 
the  place  where  she  remained.  But  daily  he  came 
to  grieve  with  her  ;  he  knew  his  sacrifice  and  his 
crime  had  been  useless  and  unnecessary.  The  first 
downward  step  was  taken  when  he  regretted 
bitterly  the  loss  of  all  he  had  enjoyed,  which  he 
need  not  have  given  up.  From  a  lord  of  the  earth 
he  had  become  a  homeless  wanderer  on  the  border¬ 
land  of  the  material  plane.  He  was  nothing — he 
was  no  one — he  might  as  well  lie  down  and  sleep, 
and  cease  to  grieve.  He  would  long  regret  what 
he  had  lost  ;  but  he  would  not  repent,  for  the 
power  of  repentance  was  not  in  him. 

Egerton,  Lord  Highmount,  walked  up  to  the 
steps  of  the  castle  and  entered  the  great  doorway. 
Every  owner  of  this  castle  had  felt  it  to  be  a  part 
of  himself,  and  loved  it  as  if  it  were  a  living  thing. 
Egerton  had  sometimes  wondered  how  his  father 
could  leave  it  ;  he  did  not  know  that  he  never  had 
left  it,  that  he  was  even  now  in  the  room  to  which 
the  boy  made  his  way,  with  the  woman  who  was 
the  centre  of  the  tragedy  and  the  successful 
neophyte.  Egerton  knocked  on  the  door,  a  knock 
agreed  between  him  and  his  mother,  and  was  at 
once  admitted.  She  stood  there  smiling  as  she 
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always  smiled  for  him ;  young  and  beautiful 
though  her  hair  was  snow  white  from  grief. 

“  Mother,”  he  said,  “  I  have  had  a  strange 
adventure.  Down  by  the  river  side  I  met  some 
one  you  know  very  well.  I  want  you  to  know, 
though  you  can’t  talk  to  me  about  it  because  I  am 
only  a  boy.  It  was  Otto  Derril.  He  wanted  to 
come  and  see  you,  to  tell  you  that  he  has  suffered 
and  repented,  and  that  he  has  grieved  as  no  one 
else  has  grieved  for  my  father’s  death.  I  guessed 
who  he  was,  and  then  he  said  I  should  decide 
whether  he  should  come  and  see  you.  And  I  said 
no — he  had  better  not.  Was  I  right,  mother  ?  ” 

“  You  were  right,”  said  Lady  Highmount,  “  I 
have  no  wish  to  see  him.  It  could  do  no  good. 
Our  paths  must  lie  apart.  I  don’t  know  if  you  will 
understand,  Egerton,  but  I  must  tell  you  that  it 
was  all  a  mistake.” 

“  I  think  I  understand,”  said  the  boy.  “  At  all 
events  I  shall  remember  everything  and  I  shall 
understand  when  I  grow  up.  I  know  you  are  my 
splendid  mother  and  very  brave,  and  I  am  very 
proud  of  you.” 

He  put  his  arms  about  her  and  held  her  fast  ; 
and  the  wan  spirit  that  stood  beside  them  shrank 
away.  For  he  saw  that  the  boy  and  the  mother 
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were  twin-souls  ;  he  saw  the  spirit  of  the  boy  in 
its  full  grown  stature  standing  beside  her  and 
comforting  and  protecting  her.  He  understood 
that  because  she  was  not  so  far  advanced  as  her 
other  self  it  had  been  necessary  for  her  to  be  sub¬ 
jected  to  the  ordeal  through  which  she  had  passed  ; 
and  that  now  they  were  equal  and  would  pass 
away  together  to  a  higher  place  when  their  earthly 
lives  were  ended. 

And  he  covered  his  face  and  fled  away,  never  to 
return.  He  sought  ceaselessly  for  forgetfulness  and 
ease. 

His  wife  felt  that  he  had  left  her  that  day,  that 
his  presence  was  no  longer  there  ;  and  she  ceased 
to  haunt  the  chapel  of  grief,  as  he  had  ceased  to 
haunt  it. 


ON  THE  ASCERTAINING  OF  DIRECTION. 


The  ambitious  man  commences  the  development 
of  direction  in  his  nature  by  asking  of  himself 
whether  each  day  and  each  hour  in  the  day  is  used 
to  sufficient  advantage.  By  recognising  that  if 
he  wastes  his  strength  on  small  aims  easily 
obtained,  and  in  small  pleasures  of  the  hour,  he 
will  never  rise  above  the  herd  of  men  ;  and  by 
questioning  himself  continually  as  to  whether  each 
point  as  it  comes  before  him  is  worth  aiming  at,  he 
becomes  capable  of  directing  himself  towards  a 
distant  goal.  The  two  qualities  obtained  by  the 
exercise  of  ambition  are  the  power  of  perceiving 
and  aiming  at  a  distant  goal ;  and  that  of  uplifting 
the  whole  being  from  the  level  on  which  it  is 
already  placed.  These  qualities  are  essential  to 
the  disciple,  and  cannot  be  dispensed  with.  But 
when  ambition  has  been  killed  out  in  the  nature 
and  its  place  has  been  filled  by  the  desire  to  attain, 
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then  a  new  power  is  needed.  In  addition  to  the 
capacity  to  aim  at  a  distant  goal,  the  disciple  has  to 
acquire  the  power  of  ascertaining  whether  that 
goal  is  in  the  right  direction.  By  ascertaining  this 
he  is  able  to  know  whether  he  is  himself  going 
in  the  right  direction. 

From  all  time  until  now  the  great  teachers  of  the 
human  race  have  set  forth  the  truth  that  it  has  no 
permanent  home  in  the  material  universe,  but  is  a 
pilgrim  passing  through  it  to  another  place.  As  a 
whole  the  race  has  but  made  its  full  arrival  in 
matter,  and  is  not  yet  prepared  to  depart.  The 
individuals,  possessed  of  that  free  will  which  is 
eventually  to  make  them  as  gods,  frequently  turn 
back  on  the  way.  There  is  no  pause,  time  con¬ 
tinually  hurries  men  through  their  incarnations, 
they  are  not  permitted  to  be  still ;  but  they  have 
the  choice  of  direction.  The  direction  in  which  a 
man  is  going  is  practically  all  that  matters  ;  if  he 
is  going  right  it  is  of  little  importance  how  he  sets 
his  feet  by  the  way,  because  his  footsteps  con¬ 
tinually  hurry  onwards  and  vanish  from  the  earth 
almost  as  soon  as  they  have  been  impressed  upon 
it.  That  is  what  makes  the  disciple  entirely 
indifferent  to  personal  success  or  failure.  But 
there  are  certain  signs  by  which  the  direction  in 
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which  he  is  going  can  be  tested,  and  it  is  of  vital 
importance  that  from  time  to  time  he  should 
ascertain  whether  he  is  going  aright. 

Only  those  can  do  this  who  have  learned  by 
long  practice  the  art  of  concentration  and  who  are 
able  to  eliminate  from  their  view  all  worldly 
objects,  thoughts,  and  considerations.  The  ordinary 
man  must  stumble  on,  trying  continually  to  find 
the  right  path,  praying  always  to  be  kept  in  it ; 
but  the  disciple  can  ascertain  positively,  by  the 
signs  known  to  him,  whether  the  direction  he  is 
taking  is  toward  the  Supreme.  These  signs  are  not 
perceptible  on  the  ordinary  plane  of  thought,  and 
cannot  be  discerned  in  the  midst  of  activities, 
when  the  brain  is  busily  working.  The  stir  of  the 
brain  has  to  be  hushed,  so  that  the  silence  shall  be 
complete.  Then  the  self  can  withdraw  into  the 
place  where  there  is  perception  without  eyesight 
and  understanding  without  words.  All  know  when 
this  place  is  reached  by  the  great  light,  which  is 
often  painful  in  its  intensity  and  clearness.  The 
spirit  is  not  aware  of  having  eyes  to  see  with,  but 
it  is  aware  of  the  great  light  which  penetrates  him 
through  and  through  in  such  a  manner  that  it 
would  seem  as  if  the  whole  being  were  possessed  of 
sight.  It  is  not  aware  of  possessing  the  power  to 
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hear  or  any  organ  of  hearing,  but  in  that  mystic 
state  and  place  a  voice  which  is  soundless  enters 
within  the  being  and  imparts  to  it  complete  under¬ 
standing.  It  is  only  in  that  place  that  knowledge 
of  direction  can  be  obtained,  therefore  it  will  be 
perceived  that  much  preparation  is  necessary  and 
a  long  apprenticeship.  But  a  disciple  can  make 
no  certain  progress  until  he  has  obtained  the  power 
of  obtaining  this  knowledge,  and  therefore  he 
should  set  it  before  himself  from  the  moment  that 
the  first  vow  is  taken  and  the  first  rite  or  ceremony 
observed.  Many  make  their  first  step  towards 
discipleship  without  any  clear  idea  of  what  severe 
and  weighty  tasks  lie  before  them  ;  this  cannot 
always  be  avoided,  from  the  conditions  with  which 
fate  surrounds  their  lives.  This  ignorance  does  not 
of  necessity  result  in  disaster,  but  it  will  cause 
delay  and  sometimes  great  disheartenment.  But  if 
the  disciple  is  aware  of  what  lies  before  him  and 
what  great  devotion  is  expected  of  him  he  will 
advance  more  rapidly.  Therefore  there  is  and  will 
be  more  explicit  teaching  given  in  these  later  days, 
for  the  race  has  to  commence  its  preparation  for 
departure  from  the  material  universe  and  individuals 
will  demand,  and  will  receive  more  aid  and  fuller 
instruction.  Moreover,  the  necessity  for  right 
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direction  is  becoming  more  continuously  urgent ; 
as  the  race  begins  to  detach  itself  from  matter  and 
to  rise  upward,  it  becomes  a  much  greater  disaster 
for  one  to  turn  back  and  proceed  in  the  wrong 
direction.  Hands  visible  and  invisible  stretch 
down  from  above  and  are  held  forth  from  further 
stages  of  the  hard  path,  to  guide  him  aright  if  it 
be  in  any  way  possible. 

There  are  two  signs  by  which  a  disciple  knows, 
when  he  is  in  the  great  light,  whether  a  goal  at 
which  he  is  aiming  is  in  the  right  direction.  The 
first  is  whether  it  still  remains  visible  to  him.  If 
it  has  fallen  out  of  view  and  he  finds,  on  looking  in 
vain  for  it,  that  it  is  not  there,  then  it  has  no 
relation  with  the  immortal  state  to  which  that 
light  belongs.  It  is  but  a  phantasy  of  the  physical 
life,  a  child’s  toy  thrown  aside  and  left  behind 
when  the  spirit  takes  on  its  full  stature. 

The  other  sign  is  a  sense  as  of  being  plucked 
down  from  the  place  of  light  and  drawn  by  strong 
cords  towards  the  earth  and  the  very  centre  of  the 
earth,  where  the  great  physical  fire  burns.  This 
is  only  felt  when  the  disciple  has  not  merely  made 
a  mistake  as  to  the  importance  and  position  of  his 
goal,  but  has  actually  turned  himself  about  and 
sought  one  in  the  wrong  direction.  If  he  does  not 
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obey  this  sign  the  first  time  that  it  comes  to  him 
he  will  soon  find  it  impossible  to  reach  the  light 
within  himself  at  all,  and  will  retreat  to  sit  at  the 
hearth  of  matter,  where  the  flames  of  desire  leap 
up  and  the  sparks  of  sorrow  fall  from  them. 


FABLE  IV. 


A  disciple  stood  at  his  master’s  gate  and 
knocked  upon  it.  Twice  he  knocked,  and  the  gate 
remained  closed.  When  he  had  knocked  the  third 
time,  it  suddenly  opened,  and  the  master  himself 
stood  there.  Behind  him  was  visible  a  most 
beautiful  garden,  full  of  flowering  trees,  and  with 
fountains  the  waters  of  which  were  coloured  like 
the  rainbow,  only  with  more  colours  in  them 
than  can  be  seen  in  the  earthly  rainbow.  The 
disciple  looked  longingly  into  the  garden,  for  he 
was  very  tired,  and  much  wished  that  his  master 
would  bid  him  enter  and  rest.  But  the  master 
made  no  sign,  only  stood  regarding  him.  There 
was  silence  between  them  for  a  little  while,  and 
then  the  master  raised  his  hand,  which  compelled 
the  disciple  to  speak  the  thought  that  was  in  his 
mind. 

“  I  would  like  to  come  in  and  be  at  rest  among 
the  flowers.” 
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“  You  have  no  right  here,”  said  the  master. 
“  You  mistake  this  garden.  It  is  not  a  place  for 
rest.  You  are  in  the  dream  consciousness  and 
cannot  understand  what  you  see.  Go  back  and 
recover  your  understanding  if  that  be  possible  to 
you.  You  may  not  come  to  me  in  your  sleep. 
Come  to  me  in  your  next  concentration  and  I  will 
endeavour  to  give  you  understanding.” 

And  again  he  raised  his  hand,  and  by  a  gesture 
cast  the  disciple  back  so  that  he  found  himself 
returned  into  his  body  and  awakening  from  sleep. 
He  clung  to  sleep,  longing  to  retain  it,  longing  to 
remain  in  freedom  from  the  weariness  of  his  body 
and  the  fever  of  his  brain.  But  he  could  not  do  so  ; 
he  was  sent  back  into  it  all  and  found  himself 
awake  in  the  physical  world,  and  that  with  the 
utmost  keeness,  in  an  instant  of  time. 

He  rose  from  his  bed,  which  was  immediately 
unendurable,  and  began  to  pace  up  and  down  the 
room. 

“  Sleep  is  no  good  to  me  now,”  he  said  sadly. 
“  It  has  been  my  best  friend,  and  now  it  is  deserting 
me.  Well,  I  will  try  my  next  best  friend  ;  I  will 
work.” 

He  went  into  an  adjoining  room  and  lit  the 
lamps  which  cast  light  upon  a  great  writing  table 
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laden  with  books  and  papers.  He  had  gone  to  rest 
too  tired  to  finish  reading  letters,  many  of  which 
still  remained  unopened.  He  turned  them  over 
and  selected  some  which  he  opened  and  read. 

One  large  square  envelope  of  a  peculiar  gray 
colour  had  a  great  black  seal.  He  looked  at  this  a 
long  time  before  deciding  to  open  it.  It  came 
from  an  old  friend,  one  whom  he  loved  more  than 
he  loved  any  other,  much  more  than  he  loved 
himself.  This  love  he  knew  to  be  a  great  and 
terrible  temptation  to  him,  the  greatest  he  was  aware 
of ;  for  when  together  these  two  forgot  all  else, 
forgot  the  march  of  time  and  the  movement  of  the 
spheres,  forgot  the  clash  of  nations  and  the  claims 
of  other  human  beings. 

At  last  he  took  it  in  his  hand  ;  and  then 
suddenly  set  it  down  again. 

“  I  will  wait,”  he  said,  “  till  after  my  concen¬ 
tration  ;  I  shall  be  stronger  then.” 

He  rose  and  drew  a  dark  curtain  away  from  the 
high  window.  The  moment  of  dawn  was  the 
moment  in  which  he  daily  entered  within  himself 
to  the  great  light.  The  time  was  not  far  distant  ; 
putting  out  the  lamps,  he  looked  toward  the  east 
and  waited. 

At  the  appointed  moment  he  uplifted  himself 
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and  passed  out  of  his  body  into  a  spiritual  state. 
But  suddenly  he  found  himself  drawn  back,  and, 
returning  to  his  physical  consciousness  ;  he  thought 
instantly  of  the  letter,  and  knew  that  it  was  this 
which  had  drawn  him. 

Then,  with  a  great  effort  he  went  away  again 
from  his  room,  and  his  body,  but  not  to  the  light 
within.  He  went  into  the  ethereal  world  in  search 
of  his  master. 

He  found  his  master  busy  in  his  workshop,  a 
place  well  known  to  him,  and  where  he  had  learned 
many  sore  and  difficult  lessons.  Sometimes  the 
space  was  filled  with  the  ethereal  forms  of 
disciples,  whose  bodies  slept  or  lay  entranced  upon 
the  earth  ;  but  now  there  was  no  one  there  but  the 
master  himself,  and  he  seemed  gentle  and  kind. 

“  You  must  be  very  careful,”  he  said,  so  soon  as 
the  disciple  appeared  at  his  side,  “  or  you  will  lose 
your  way;  you  are  wavering  upon  the  path.” 

“  It  is  too  hard,”  said  the  disciple,  “  I  want 
rest.” 

“  Rest  is  not  for  those  who  attain,”  said  the 
master,  “  If  you  desire  rest  so  much  you  will  become 
one  of  the  wanderers  in  the  gardens,  and  for  ages 
will  be  lost  in  the  mazes  of  the  flowers  till  you 
sicken  of  their  sweetness.  You  forget  that  having 
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entered  the  path  you  have  made  your  will  a  different 
instrument  from  that  of  the  ordinary  man.  What 
you  demand  you  will  obtain,  and  it  will  come  to 
you  with  such  lavishness  that  you  will  be  over¬ 
whelmed  beneath  it,  unless  it  is  of  such  a  nature 
as  to  raise  you  into  the  atmosphere  of  eternity. 
You  have  been  warned  before,  I  tell  you  again 
now  that  if  you  desire  pleasure  and  rest  you  had 
better  at  once  leave  the  path  and  return  to 
exhaust  your  desires  in  the  safe  places  of  ordinary 
human  life.” 

The  moments  of  concentration  were  over,  and 
the  disciple  found  himself  standing  at  his  window 
in  the  gray  light  of  dawn,  worn  and  wretched. 
The  impression  which  he  had  been  able  to  bring 
back  into  his  physical  brain,  by  his  master’s  help, 
was  sufficiently  clear.  “  I  have  to  choose,”  he  said 
to  himself,  “  I  see  that,  and  perhaps  I  am  not  yet 
ready  for  the  high  path  and  the  open  road.” 

He  turned  away,  drew  the  curtain,  and  went 
back  to  his  couch,  a  great  weariness  falling  upon 
him.  And  in  a  second  of  time  he  had  left  his  body 
locked  in  sleep  and  was  away  in  the  ethereal  spaces 
that  surround  the  material  plane,  with  the  friend 
whose  letter  yet  remained  unopened.  Together 
they  went  into  the  state  of  dream-consciousness  ; 
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together  they  passed  through  the  ethereal  waves 
with  a  swiftness  that  was  in  itself  an  amazing  joy. 
And  as  they  went  from  one  beautiful  space  to 
another,  from  one  glory  to  another,  they  held 
conversation  together  though  without  the  use  of 
words. 

“  Destroy  that  letter  I  have  written  to  you,” 
was  the  thought  given  by  the  other,  “  Do  not  read 
it,  you  are  not  strong  enough  to  refuse  me  what  I 
have  asked  without  suffering,  and  I  had  no  right 
to  ask  it.  Freed  from  our  bodies  and  from  physical 
life  we  are  as  one  being,  and  I  perceive  that  you  are 
that  which  is  in  advance.  You  are  endeavouring 
to  enter  the  high  path — you  have  entered  it — yet 
not  so  completely  but  that  I  can  draw  you  back. 
When  I  am  embodied  I  desire  to  do  so.  Here  and 
now  I  know  I  must  not  do  so.  We  shall  be 
separated,  we  shall  suffer,  but  it  is  necessary  that 
we  should  suffer ;  I  must  work  out  the  fever  of 
ambition  before  we  can  be  truly  together.” 

They  were  high  in  the  ether  when  this  thought 
took  form,  looking  down  into  its  lightness  to  where 
a  dark  speck  hung  like  a  blot,  and  within  that  blot 
was  the  arena  in  which  they  had  to  return  and 
battle  with  their  own  natures.  It  was  the  earth, 
and  the  bodies  in  which  these  battles  must  be 
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fought  lay  unconscious,  locked  in  sleep,  and  must 
be  roused  and  put  on  like  suits  of  mail.  But  these 
were  suits  of  mail  which,  instead  of  protecting  that 
which  was  within,  supplied  a  new  and  sensitive 
surface  for  the  experience  of  suffering. 

“  I  cannot  be  parted  from  you,”  was  the  disciple’s 
one  thought  ;  the  thought  that  pervaded  his  whole 
being  and  continued  ceaselessly.  It  did  not  require 
repetition  as  it  would  have  done  had  it  been 
expressed  in  words  ;  it  was  simply  continuous. 
And  the  strange  thing  in  this  changing  of  state 
was  that  the  one  who  seemed  on  the  highest  path 
when  in  the  conditions  of  ordinary  human  life  was 
the  one  who  refused  even  to  attempt  to  resist 
temptation  when  in  the  disembodied  state.  The 
short  period  of  his  discipleship  had  shown  him  how 
severe  was  that  which  lay  before  him  now,  what 
high  steps  he  had  to  scale.  And  temptation  was  an 
infinitely  stronger  thing  to  him  than  it  had  been 
before  he  had  entered  on  the  path  ;  just  as  his 
will  was  infinitely  stronger.  All  his  being  and 
attributes  were  intensified  and  his  power  was 
increased  a  thousandfold.  The  sensation  of  love 
which  he  experienced  was  such  as  he  could  not 
have  imagined  before,  and  such  as  his  companion 
and  twin  soul  could  not  now  imagine. 
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When  he  awoke  from  a  deep  sleep,  with  the  sun 
high,  and  the  world  all  at  work  or  play,  it  was  to 
see  instantly  the  unopened  letter  still  on  the  table 
beside  him.  The  struggle  within  himself  began 
again  instantly,  although  he  felt  that  in  some 
strange  way  he  had  made  his  decision  while  he 
slept. 

“  Whatever  he  asks  of  me  I  must  do,”  he  said 
to  himself,  “  I  love  him  too  well  to  refuse  him 
anything.” 

And  then  he  quickly  opened  the  letter.  Had  he 
read  it  when  it  came  it  would  have  startled  and 
surprised  him.  Now,  after  the  experiences  of  the 
night,  it  came  to  him  as  a  matter  of  course.  His 
friend  was  a  leader  in  political  life  ;  the  letter 
offered  him  a  high  post  under  Government  of 
which  the  offer  was  an  honour,  and  which  would 
bring  them  into  close  association  in  daily  work. 

“  If  I  were  ambitious,”  he  said  with  a  smile, 
“  this  would  be  the  greatest  possible  gratification. 
I  have  killed  out  ambition,  I  have  utterly  exhausted 
it,  and  therefore  I  believed  myself  ready  to  be  a 
disciple.  But  love  conquers  me.  I  have  not  killed 
out  desire  of  sensation.  I  want  to  feel  the  presence 
of  the  one  I  love.  I  will  retreat  from  the  path.  I 
must  work  out  my  human  nature.  I  am  no  longer 
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a  disciple.”  And  so  saying,  still  with  a  smile  of 
pleasure  and  satisfaction  on  his  face,  he  rose 
quickly  and  dressed.  He  wrote  an  answer  to  his 
friend,  accepting  the  offer  made  to  him  with  the 
warmest  thanks,  apologising  for  the  delay  in 
replying,  but  without  offering  any  excuse.  He  could 
not  offer  any  that  would  bear  examination. 

The  letter  was  sent  by  a  messenger  ;  but  before 
it  could  reach  its  destination  another  of  the  unmis¬ 
takable  envelopes  with  the  well-known  writing 
upon  it  was  brought  to  him. 

“  I  know  how  you  must  hesitate,”  his  friend 
wrote,  “  to  send  me  a  refusal,  fearing  it  would 
seem  ungracious.  I  shall  not  regard  it  in  that  way. 
I  understand  perfectly  that  my  request,  if  granted 
by  you,  would  draw  you  back  from  a  greater 
vocation,  which  is  respected  by  me  though  I  am 
not  ready  to  enter  upon  it  myself.  I  must  do 
without  your  companionship  and  you  must  forgive 

^  _  55 

me. 

This  letter  came  as  a  shock,  for  it  brought  with 
it  a  faint  consciousness  of  the  experience  of  the 
night  and  of  what  had  passed  between  them  then. 
That  which  had  made  him  become  a  disciple,  the 
craving  for  real  advance,  and  for  knowledge  of  the 
truth,  came  upon  him  now  in  greater  strength 
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than  ever.  He  locked  his  door  and  determined  to 
seek  the  light  within  himself.  He  had  failed  to 
find  it  at  dawn,  and  had  gone  to  his  master  instead. 
He  resolved  that  before  taking  any  further  step 
he  would  remain  in  concentration  until  he  did 
again  find  the  great  light  and  hear  the  voice  in 
the  silence.  At  last,  by  intense  effort  he  succeeded, 
and  he  saw  the  brilliance  about  him.  And  even  as 
he  rejoiced  and  lifted  himself  toward  the  Supreme 
there  came  what  seemed  like  a  hand  upon  his  heart, 
something  which  drew  him  back  and  down,  away 
from  the  light,  back  to  earth.  He  returned  to  his 
ordinary  consciousness  with  the  sense  of  a  great 
shock.  For  he  had  been  taught  the  signs  of  direc¬ 
tion  and  he  knew  now  that  he  had  turned  himself 
about  and  was  indeed,  as  his  Master  had  said, 
wavering  upon  the  path.  He  perceived  that  it 
was  truly  the  fact  that  his  longing  was  for  sensa¬ 
tion,  that  his  was  not  a  spiritual  love,  but  a  thing 
of  earth,  which  unless  purified  would  draw  him 
into  the  deeps.  The  spiritual  love  was  there,  but 
silent  and  hidden  within  a  mass  of  material  feeling, 
as  a  man’s  spirit  is  hidden  within  his  body. 

He  went  to  his  table  and  wrote  another  letter. 

“  You  are  right,  as  you  always  are.  The  tempta¬ 
tion  to  me  in  the  offer  you  made  lay  in  the  fact 
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that  I  should  see  you  very  often.  But  I  must 
persevere  in  what  I  have  commenced,  and  a 
political  life  is  incompatible  with  it.” 

His  friend  received  this  letter  with  a  sigh  of 
relief,  and  the  sense  of  the  lifting  of  a  great  weight 
of  responsibility.  He  went  on  cheerfully  with  a 
great  mass  of  work  which  had  daunted  him  a  little 
while  ago,  when  he  was  feeling  that  he  had  not 
acted  in  the  highest  manner  towards  his  friend. 

In  the  quiet  of  his  own  room  the  disciple  passed 
long  solitary  hours  of  thought,  and  eventually 
sought  his  Master  again  in  an  intense  concen¬ 
tration. 

“  I  am  going  on,”  he  said,  “  I  will  not  waver  on 
the  path,  I  will  continue  in  the  tasks  1  have 
commenced.” 

“  It  is  well,”  said  the  Master. 

The  outer  tasks  which  this  disciple  had  under¬ 
taken  were  of  an  obscure  and  humble  character, 
but  required  great  endurance.  Daily  he  went  into 
sordid  districts,  among  wretched  people,  to  carry 
out  certain  investigations  which  he  had  undertaken. 
The  work  would  bear  no  immediate  fruits  and 
gave  no  satisfaction  to  his  eager  nature.  But  it 
brought  him  among  people  whom  otherwise  he 
could  never  have  known ;  and  he  gave  of 
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himself  continually,  enriching  many  who  direfully 
needed  it,  with  the  strength  and  beauty  of 
his  thought  and  character.  This  was  the  work 
that  was  given  him  to  do,  though  he  knew  it  not 
until  it  revealed  itself  to  him.  In  time  he  found 
himself  so  surrounded  by  those  who  loved  him,  so 
immersed  in  their  affections,  that  he  was  in  fact  a 
centre  round  which  they  moved  ;  yet  few  of  them 
knew  him  by  any  name,  and  none  knew  where  he 
lived.  Daily  he  walked  from  his  own  house,  one 
which  had  belonged  to  his  family  for  generations, 
across  London,  to  the  district  in  which  his  work 
lay,  and  where  no  one  seemed  to  have  more  than 
one  or  two  rooms  to  live  in,  and  no  one  stayed 
anywhere  for  long  together.  The  idea  of  owning  a 
house  was  inconceivable  to  the  people  who  lived 
in  this  way  ;  they  hardly  realised  that  the  houses 
they  lived  in  belonged  to  anybody — all  they  under¬ 
stood  was  that  there  was  a  collector  of  rents.  Yet 
all  the  houses  over  a  district  of  considerable  extent, 
in  which  he  continually  walked  to  and  fro,  and  the 
ground  on  which  they  stood,  belonged  to  one  man  ; 
and  that  man  was  himself. 

As  a  boy,  when  it  had  seemed  improbable  that 
he  would  ever  be  the  heir,  he  had  raved  against  the 
system  which  permitted  a  man  of  wealth  and 
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high  position  to  own  such  property,  and  had 
declared  that  all  the  conditions  of  the  people’s 
lives  ought  to  be  altered  for  them,  and  that  if  ever 
he  should  be  the  one  in  power  he  would  so  alter 
them.  But  by  the  time  that  his  fate  had  brought 
him  into  that  position  it  had  taken  him  into  the 
far  East,  where  he  had  encountered  advanced 
disciples  and  learned  of  the  mysteries  of  life.  There 
he  had  learned  the  art  of  concentration,  had 
acquired  the  power  to  leave  his  body,  had  sought 
and  found  a  Master  in  the  ethereal  world,  and 
had  taken  the  first  vow  of  the  disciple.  When  he 
discovered  himself  to  be  the  one  in  power  the 
longing  to  set  all  crooked  things  straight  came  back 
upon  him  with  a  fierce  rush.  But  he  recollected 
himself  and  resolved  to  take  no  step  without 
obtaining  guidance.  He  therefore  sought  his 
Master  and  was  told  that  before  he  could  do  any¬ 
thing  for  the  people  he  must  know  them,  and  that 
he  should  set  himself  the  task  of  secretly  studying 
them  and  investigating  not  only  the  conditions  of 
their  liVes  but  their  characters  and  thoughts.  It 
seemed  a  difficult  task,  for  it  was  necessary  to  go 
among  them  quite  unknown,  and  to  win  their 
friendship  whenever  possible,  and  to  avoid  any 
chance  of  being  recognised  or  suspected  by  his 


84 


land  steward  and  the  agents  who  looked  after  the 
houses.  But  it  turned  out  to  be  easier  than  he 
expected  ;  he  was  but  little  known  in  London  at 
all,  and  was  quite  unknown  in  this  part  of  it.  He 
soon  found  that  the  men  with  whom  he  had  to  deal 
in  his  own  proper  character  were  never  to  be  seen 
in  the  streets  for  which  they  were  responsible,  only 
men  of  a  lower  class  paid  by  them  to  do  their 
work.  The  fear  of  recognition  ceased  to  trouble 
him,  but  he  found  it  difficult  to  avoid  betraying 
his  own  secret  sometimes,  so  angry  did  many  things 
make  him  which  were  done  in  his  name.  This, 
however,  could  not  be  yet ;  the  Master  frequently 
reminded  him  that  his  task  must  not  be  cut  short 
by  any  rashness,  and  that  if  he  desired  to  relieve 
distress  he  must  do  so  in  an  assumed  character. 
His  task  was  to  learn  to  know  the  people,  and 
now,  after  persevering  in  the  work  for  a  long  time 
he  was  still  often  surprised,  and  found  that  he  had 
been  entirely  wrong  in  ideas  which  he  had  formed 
about  persons  whom  he  had  thought  he  knew  well. 

He  returned  to  his  task  with  ardour,  so  soon  as 
his  vigil  was  over  and  he  knew  himself  reinstated 
in  his  place  as  a  disciple. 

It  was  believed  that  years  of  travel  had  made 
him  restless  and  that  he  had  a  passion  for  walking  ; 
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that  was  how  the  servants  accounted  for  his  going 
out  for  long  hours  without  horse,  or  carriage  or 
motor  car,  and  in  the  quietest  clothes — clothes  his 
man  regarded  as  objectionably  shabby.  He  was 
full  of  ardour  and  well  content  to  persevere  in  the 
monotonous  and  often  heartbreaking  task,  for 
when  he  tested  this  in  the  great  light  he  found 
always  that  it  was  in  the  right  direction.  It  was 
not  visible,  because  as  yet  there  was  not  a  goal 
set  before  him  ;  but  it  brought  no  dragging  back 
to  earth,  no  craving  for  sensation.  This  being  so, 
he  went  on  hopefully  believing  that  when  he  began 
to  be  able  to  find  his  way  and  see  his  duty  it  would 
be  of  such  a  nature  as  to  be  visible  in  the  great 
light  and  show  itself  as  being  a  milestone  on  his 
way  towards  the  Supreme. 


ON  THAT  WHICH  IS  ATTAINABLE. 

It  is  common  for  a  disciple  to  be  asked  what  it 
is  that  he  expects  to  do,  or  to  be,  what  he  expects 
to  obtain,  or  attain,  by  entering  the  path,  and  he 
finds  it  difficult  to  answer  sometimes,  because  he 
does  not  know  himself.  What  he  is  aware  of  is 
the  great  longing  within  him  for  the  truth,  the 
great  desire  to  rise,  the  great  yearning  towards 
the  Supreme.  These  are  not  the  points  that  his 
questioners  desire  to  be  satisfied  about,  for  if  they 
were,  they  also  would  be  in  the  path.  What  they 
desire  to  know  is  how  the  disciple  will  become 
different  from  other  men,  what  added  powers  will 
be  his.  When  the  first  seven  rules*  have  been 
apprehended  by  the  disciple  and  he  has  learned  the 
art  of  concentration  and  knows  the  signs  of  direc¬ 
tion,  there  arise  naturally  within  him  qualities 
which  place  him  in  an  entirely  new  position  upon 
the  earth  while  he  works  out  his  incarnations. 


*  See  “  Light  on  the  Path.” 
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His  faitli  becomes  absolute,  and  he  knows  nothing 
more  of  the  state  of  doubt  or  the  condition  of 
questioning.  He  stands  with  hands  uplifted  to 
the  Supreme,  receiving  whatsoever  shall  be  given 
him  in  perfect  trust  and  gratitude.  He  is  entirely 
confident,  and  full  of  unabated  hope,  whatsoever 
may  betide,  because  he  knows  that  for  himself 
and  for  all  the  purpose  of  all  things  is  beneficent. 
He  knows  that  all  which  is  evil  must  pass  away 
because  it  has  not  the  power  of  endurance  ;  and  that 
all  souls  will  grow  to  the  power  of  endurance  and 
pass  beyond  the  evil.  All  resentment  has  died  out 
within  him  either  for  ill  done  to  himself  or  to  others, 
because  he  knows  that  the  condition  in  which  ill 
can  be  done  is  but  a  temporary  state  and  will  pass 
away  with  all  temporal  things.  He  has  the  quality 
of  pure  love  within  him,  which  arises  like  a  spring 
of  well  water,  crystalline,  life-giving,  perfect  in 
itself,  and  carrying  with  it  blessings  to  all,  which 
needs  no  sensation  to  feed  upon,  no  contact,  and 
has  no  expectation  of  any  return.  It  is  absolutely 
love  the  giver,  and  when  it  arises  in  the  nature 
it  brings  with  it  an  ecstacy  and  a  satisfaction 
which  no  ordinary  human  passion  can  approach. 
These  qualities  alter  his  relationship  to  other 
men  altogether  and  change  his  condition,  so  that 
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he  acts  and  moves  without  fear,  doubt,  hesitation, 
or  anxiety.  All  the  feelings  of  dismay  and  appre¬ 
hension  which  make  the  ordinary  human  life 
painful  fall  away  from  him  as  soon  as  the  qualities 
of  the  disciple  arise  in  his  nature. 

Another  gift  which  comes  to  him  as  a  result  of 
the  practice  of  concentration  is  the  consciousness 
of  the  unseen  and  a  gradual  development  in  the 
understanding  of  the  laws  of  super-nature.  Worlds 
of  glory  and  wonder  open  before  him,  successive 
planes  of  consciousness  become  accessible  to  him  ; 
the  narrow  circle  of  his  physical  life  takes  its  true 
place  as  only  a  small  part  of  that  which  is  his  by 
right.  His  experience  widens  incessantly  and  he 
is  enriched  by  developments  of  the  psychic  senses 
which  transform  all  things. 

These  conditions  are  to  be  attained  by  the 
disciple  while  still  living  and  working  among  men 
and  women  as  an  ordinary  human  being  lives  and 
works.  He  will  do  the  same  things,  working  as 
those  do  who  are  ambitious,  loving  and  serving 
with  all  human  devotion,  but  he  will  pass  unharmed 
through  the  fires  of  desire  and  the  waters  of  bitter¬ 
ness,  and  will  be  untouched  by  the  tormentors  and 
the  terrible  one.  He  knows  that  he  walks  and 
moves  as  a  free  being,  with  power  to  lift  himself 
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at  any  moment  above  the  conflicts  and  struggles 
of  human  passion  and  emotion  into  the  place  of 
peace  and  the  great  light. 

It  will  be  seen  that  that  which  is  attainable  by 
discipleship  enables  a  man  to  live  in  a  state  which 
is  god-like,  if  he  continually  test  himself  as  to 
direction.  This  condition  can  be  approached  by 
incessant  effort  in  one  incarnation  ;  but  it  is  seldom 
attained  till  the  second  incarnation  of  effort.  After 
the  full  attainment  there  comes  a  period  of  great 
fruition,  and  production,  and  help  given  to  others 
in  the  circle  in  which  his  fate  has  placed  the 
disciple.  He  seldom  takes  any  public  position  or 
figures  before  the  eyes  of  men  at  large  ;  if  he  does 
do  so  it  is  because  the  adepts  and  great  masters 
require  his  service  for  some  special  end.  He  would 
in  that  event  be  placed  in  prominence  and  it 
would  be  with  him  a  matter  of  obedience,  never  of 
personal  effort,  never  of  personal  glory.  Indeed 
such  a  circumstance  is  regarded  as  a  special  sacri¬ 
fice  on  the  part  of  the  disciple,  and  is  often  com¬ 
pensated  for  by  a  long  period  of  obscurity.  Or, 
in  some  cases,  when  the  discipleship  is  still  far 
from  perfect,  the  prominence  becomes  a  severe 
experience  which  would  amount  to  a  punishment 
to  an  ordinary  man  who  had  not  the  power  of 
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endurance.  The  complex  and  infinitely  adjustable 
circumstances  of  human  life  make  it  possible  for  any 
position  or  possession  to  produce  either  pleasure 
or  pain. 

Beyond  the  condition  of  discipleship  other  states 
are  open  to  man,  while  still  man  ;  all  the  varying 
degrees  of  the  adepts  in  life,  and  finally  of  the 
masters.  The  great  attainments  which  belong  to 
these  states  are  not  for  explanation  or  description 
in  this  volume  ;  discourses  upon  them  will  be 
found  in  volumes  to  which  those  who  are  develop¬ 
ing  have  access  according  to  their  need.  They  are 
kept  in  the  great  secret  and  sacred  libraries  in  the 
ethereal  world,  and  sometimes  the  disciple  may 
see  his  master  read  in  one  of  them.  But,  if  he  is 
himself  permitted  to  look  upon  the  page,  the  words 
written  thereon  have  no  meaning  for  him. 


FABLE  V. 


Under  the  ordering  and  protection  of  the  god 
who  loves  men  there  are  workshops,  observatories, 
temples,  schools,  lecture-halls, -and  laboratories  for 
demonstration,  in  the  ethereal  plane  which  sur¬ 
rounds  the  matter  of  this  earth.  And  these  places 
attract  the  spirits  of  all  who  desire  knowledge, 
during  the  hours  of  physical  sleep.  Often  at  certain 
quick  and  keen  periods  of  human  life  these  are 
filled  with  those  who  desire  to  know  the  truth,  and 
who  would  become  disciples  if  the  way  were  plain 
to  them.  And  among  these  the  disciples  who  are 
already  pledged  are  given  much  work  to  do.  In 
the  physical  state  it  is  almost  impossible  to 
impart  the  knowledge  of  that  which  is  attainable, 
for  words  but  poorly  set  forth  the  facts  and  give 
no  illumination  in  respect  to  them.  The  demon¬ 
strations  held  in  the  laboratories  are  frequently 
of  a  character  to  illustrate  this  difficult  point. 
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A  Master  placed  a  great  crystal  on  the  table 
and  assembled  around  it  a  chosen  circle  of 
neophytes,  who  desired  to  learn  more  than  could 
be  explained  by  any  other  method.  Upon  this 
he  bade  them  concentrate  intently.  These  neo¬ 
phytes  were  all  in  the  spirit,  their  physical  bodies 
being  wrapped  in  deep  sleep  in  different  parts  of 
the  earth.  The  spiritual  concentration  is  very 
powerful,  and  produces  immediate  results.  He 
bade  them  demand  the  power  to  see  and  to  see 
correctly.  When  the  moment  of  concentration 
was  over  he  bade  them  look  into  the  crystal. 

There  were  seven  neophytes  and  they  all  gathered 
close  about  the  crystal  and  gazed  intently  into  it. 
The  Master  asked  each  one  to  say  what  he  saw. 

“  I  see  a  star,”  said  the  first.  “  I  see  a  flame,” 
said  the  second.  “  I  see  a  flower,”  said  the  third. 
“  I  see  a  cloud,”  said  the  fourth.  “  I  see  a  ray,” 
said  the  fifth.  “  I  see  a  burning  fire,”  said  the 
sixth.  “  I  see  a  flash  as  of  lightning,”  said  the 
seventh. 

.“  Look  again,”  said  the  Master.  They  looked 
again,  and  then  one  and  all  declared  that  they 
saw  a  man. 

“  Tell  us,  Master,”  said  the  first  neophyte, 
“why  we  all  saw  differently  just  now  ?  ” 


93 


“  Because  you  were  still  within  your  own  natures 
and  at  the  first  impact  with  the  nature  of  this 
disciple  whom  I  am  showing  you,  that  which  he 
seems  to  you  is  the  product  of  his  character  and 
your  thought  of  it.  To  one  he  seems  a  far 
removed  star,  set  away  from  you  in  the  sky  ;  to 
the  next  he  seems  a  being  who  arouses  a  flame  of 
love  ;  to  the  next  a  creature  of  beauty  and  sweet¬ 
ness  ;  to  the  next  an  intangible  entity  which  might 
readily  disappear  altogether  ;  to  the  next  a  spirit 
illumined  by  the  Divine  ;  to  the  next  a  soul  capable 
of  consuming  itself  in  sacrifice  ;  to  the  next  a 
passing  glory  which  will  not  stay.  You  have  each 
expressed  your  conception  of  a  disciple  of  his 
degree.  But  now  you  have  passed  out  of  your  own 
natures  entirely  into  his  and  you  all  perceive  him 
plainly.” 

“  I  see  him  standing  quite  alone  upon  a  rock  in 
the  midst  of  a  raging  sea,”  said  the  first,  “  the 
sea  is  rising — surely  he  will  soon  be  cast  down 
from  where  he  stands  and  drown  in  the  rough 
waters.” 

“  But  he  pays  no  attention  to  the  water,”  said 
the  second,  “  he  looks  up  into  the  sky.” 

“  He  is  in  a  state  of  concentration,”  said  the 

third,  “  he  is  gazing  upon  the  Supreme.” 

o 
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“  He  is  not  ignorant  of  the  danger,”  said  the 
Master,  “  his  faith  is  absolute.” 

“  The  sea  grows  rougher,”  said  the  fourth, 
“  the  waves  dash  right  up  upon  him  as  if  they 
would  throw  him  down.” 

“  What  is  he  doing,”  cried  the  fifth.  ‘  Surely 
he  is  mad  !  He  is  walking  upon  the  water  !  I 
cannot  bear  to  look  !  How  fierce  the  waves  are  !  ” 

“  They  are  not  waves — it  is  not  water,”  suddenly 
exclaimed  the  sixth.  “  That  which  appeared  to  be 
water  I  see  to  be  masses  of  enraged  human  beings, 
and  the  waves  that  dashed  up  upon  him  are  men 
who  endeavour  to  drag  him  down  and  destroy 
him  !  ” 

“  See !  ”  cried  the  seventh  suddenly,  “  the 
water  became  smooth  as  he  stepped  out  upon  it ! 
Oh,  how  dare  he  do  it  !  And  the  hands  that  would 
have  plucked  him  down  to  destroy  him  are  now 
upholding  him  and  carrying  him  along  !  His  aim 
was  to  reach  a  certain  point  and  he  is  being  carried 
thither,  and  all  these  others  that  uphold  him  are 
going  with  him  !  ” 

“You  have  seen  right,”  said  the  Master.  “He 
has  passed  an  ordeal.  He  is  in  a  high  place  of  great 
responsibility,  and  his  aim  was  to  do  that  which 
was  right,  against  the  blind  will  of  the  multitude. 
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By  absolute  faith  and  confidence  he  has  conquered, 
and  in  doing  so  he  has  awakened  masses  of  men  to 
a  knowledge  of  right  and  wrong,  good  and  evil. 
Return  to  earth  and  consider  what  you  have  seen.” 

The  Master  put  the  crystal  away  from  the  table, 
and  the  neophytes  returned  to  earth. 


ON  THE  STONES  IN  THE  PATH. 


When  the  disciple  is  certain  of  the  direction  in 
which  he  is  going  he  goes  on  with  his  gaze  fixed 
far  ahead,  and  takes  no  heed  of  the  stones  in  the 
path.  Sometimes  they  cause  pain,  or  create  diffi¬ 
culty,  or  even  compel  him  to  stop  by  the  way  ; 
sometimes  they  make  him  stumble,  and  even  fall. 

These  are  sometimes  placed  in  his  path  by  others, 
friends  or  lovers,  or  his  own  kin ;  but  very  often 
they  are  caused  by  his  own  passions,  which 
reappear  in  strange  guises,  long  after  he  has 
thought  them  to  be  done  with  for  ever. 

Ambition,  or  the  desire  to  excel,  the  strong 
teacher  of  ordinary  men,  sometimes  reappears  as 
a  source  of  stumbling  when  it  was  long  since 
believed  to  have  been  killed  out  and  cast  behind. 
But  this  is  more  readily  overpast  than  other 
passions — human  love,  and  the  desire  for  sensation 
which  it  causes,  become  hard  and  terrible  obstacles 
to  the  advanced  disciple.  Long  after  the  love  of 
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man  for  woman,  and  of  parent  for  child,  have 
ceased  to  appear  as  barriers  and  obstacles  that 
keep  the  man  from  God,  the  love  of  the  twin  soul, 
which  transcends  all  other  loves,  as  the  light  of  the 
eternal  transcends  all  temporal  lights,  becomes  a 
stumbling  block  that  seems  as  though  it  cannot  be 
surmounted  or  passed  by.  The  strain  is  so  great 
that  it  seems  as  if  the  very  being  of  the  disciple 
must  be  broken  to  pieces  against  that  which  will 
not  yield  or  let  him  pass. 

At  a  certain  point  of  development  it  is  the  right 
of  the  disciple  to  encounter  the  twin  soul  upon  the 
physical  plane.  The  joy  of  it  carries  the  man  into 
that  state  of  ecstacy  in  which  pleasure  and  pain 
become  indistinguishable  ;  the  joy  of  it  is  so  intense 
as  to  be  agony. 

At  the  first  encounter  the  disciple  should  ascer¬ 
tain  his  direction,  and  if  he  does  this  he  will  per¬ 
ceive  that  this  new  love,  so  unlike  all  the  other 
loves  he  has  known  through  life  present  and  lives 
past,  must  be  a  glory  of  discipleship  and  be  purely 
spiritual.  But  it  rarely  happens  that  this  is 
understood  at  the  first  encounter,  and  there  will 
only  too  probably  be  many  incarnations  in  which 
the  two  will  meet  only  to  endure  the  intolerable 
agony  of  being  again  separated.  Most  often  the 


disaster  is  immediate,  the  disciple  being  so  carried 
away  by  the  inexplicable  new  sensations,  and  so 
amazed  at  their  intensity,  that  he  fails  to  read 
the  signs  and  falls  from  his  place,  and  for  the  time 
being  from  his  power.  But  the  concentrated 
sweetness  of  the  encounter  is  his  right  and  due, 
and  it  only  changes  its  nature  to  become  a 
stumbling-block  when  fate  strikes  the  hour  of 
separation.  Then  is  the  crucial  moment.  The 
god  that  loves  men  desires  that  the  disciple  shall 
know  of  pleasure,  and  the  masters  stand  by  while 
his  allotted  sweetness  is  his,  knowing  full  well 
that  it  could  not  come  to  him  were  it  not  his  due. 
But  when  it  is  taken  from  him  the  great  danger 
arises.  If  he  rebel  and  clutch  at  that  which  he 
cannot  keep,  then  will  he  find  himself  alone  upon 
the  path,  stopped  in  the  way  not  by  sweetness  or 
temptation,  but  by  a  hardness  and  heaviness  that 
he  can  neither  move  out  of  his  way  nor  pass  over. 
It  is  there,  right  in  front  of  him,  so  that  there  is 
no  way  for  him  to  go,  and  he  must  contemplate 
it  until  he  is  able  once  more  to  look  up  to  the 
Supreme  and  to  surrender  all  things.  When  that 
is  possible  to  him  the  knowledge  that  the  spiritual 
love  can  never  be  taken  from  him,  and  that  the 
other  who  is  indeed  himself,  can  never  be  parted 


99 


from  him  save  in  the  enacting  of  the  material 
drama,  this  knowledge  will  return  to  him  and  he 
will  gradually  rise  up  once  more  and  find  that  by 
effort  he  can  push  the  stone  out  of  his  path  and 
pass  on.  The  weariness  and  the  pain  are  greater 
than  in  any  earlier  ordeal,  but  the  angels  watch 
over  him  and  the  Saviour  of  the  world  comes  to 
him  in  the  dread  moment  of  despair. 


FABLE  VI. 


A  swordsman  in  the  thick  of  a  battle  laid  down 
his  sword. 

“  I  will  not  slay,”  he  cried  out.  “  Let  me  be 
slain  for  honour  and  my  people.  But  I  will  not 
slay,  for  ours  is  an  unjust  war  and  we  obey  a  wicked 
ruler.” 

His  voice  rang  out  clear  and  loud,  and  he  raised 
his  head  and  gazed  up  into  the  sky  as  though  he 
could  see  the  Supreme  through  the  atmosphere 
and  the  ether.  He  was  ignorant  and  untaught, 
and  knew  not  how  to  seek  the  Supreme  ;  but  he 
knew  right  from  wrong. 

Many  of  his  fellows  turned  their  heads  to  listen 
to  him,  and  a  great  wavering  passed  down  the  ranks 
of  uncouth  warriors.  For  they  well  knew  that  they 
obeyed  an  unjust  ruler.  They  had  not  perceived 
that  the  war  was  unjust,  but  the  thought  having 
entered  their  minds  seemed  a  true  thought.  But 
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none  had  time  to  consider  it,  for  the  enemy’s  army 
dashed  on  in  strength,  with  no  wavering  in  it,  and 
the  doubters  had  to  lift  their  swords  and  fight. 
But  the  swordsman  who  had  spoken  fell  to  the 
ground  with  a  smile  on  his  face  ;  and  soon  was 
trampled  out  of  recognition. 

His  spirit  found  itself  hovering  above  the 
hideous  scene  of  battle,  among  a  legion  of  white¬ 
winged  angels ;  the  nearest  of  them  stretched 
their  long  white  wings  beneath  him  to  help  him 
to  rise.  And  the  whiteness  and  softness  of  the 
wings  was  all  glittering  with  dew  drops  or  diamonds 
— he  knew  not  which — he  tried  to  discover— and 
it  seemed  to  him  that  he  cared  more  to  know  what 
these  specks  of  brightness  were  than  for  anything 
else.  He  could  not  guess,  for  he  was  not  advanced 
enough  to  know  that  they  were  the  light  within 
shining  through. 

A  long  while  he  hovered  in  the  whiteness,  happy 
and  satisfied,  in  spite  of  the  horrors  going  on  upon 
the  material  plane  beneath  him.  He  saw  none  of 
it,  he  heard  none  of  the  cries  of  agony,  and  though 
he  knew,  with  one  part  of  his  mind  that  it  was  all 
there,  with  another  part  of  his  mind  he  knew  that 
he  had  earned  the  brief  respite  which  was  his. 

This  was  in  the  days  of  ancient  Persia,  and  his 
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physical  mind  had  become  attuned  to  horrors  such 
as  men  know  nothing  of  now,  even  in  these  dark 
days  when  enlightenment  is  but  beginning  to  make 
itself  felt.  But  within  him  was  a  strong  spirit 
of  revolt  against  cruelty  and  injustice  ;  it  seemed 
to  him  that  he  would  give  a  thousand  lives,  and 
give  them  in  agony,  sooner  than  be  the  tool  and 
instrument  of  an  unjust  ruler  such  as  the  one 
who  had  sent  him  into  battle.  Therefore  he  was 
well  pleased  to  have  given  one  life. 

As  he  lay  in  the  whiteness,  resting,  another 
spirit,  just  released  from  below,  came  near  to  him 
and  he  heard  strange  words  that  stirred  him  deeply. 

“  I  too  laid  down  my  sword  and  was  killed  and 
trampled  on.  When  your  cry  came  to  my  ears  I 
knew  that  I  must  do  as  you  did.” 

And  the  two  drew  near  and  gazed  in  wonder 
each  upon  the  other,  for  each  was  the  self  of  the 
other.  For  the  first  time  in  the  incarnations  these 
twin  souls  had  met. 

Soon  came  one  who  separated  them.  “You  are 
mine,  of  my  harvest,”  he  cried  to  the  spirit  who 
had  spoken.  And  the  spirit  bowed  his  head  and 
shuddered,  but  went  unresistingly ;  for  he  knew 
that  he  belonged  to  the  terrible  one.  The  past 
was  all  dark,  and  without  excuse,  and  to  be  blotted 
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out,  were  it  possible  ;  but  it  was  not  possible.  In 
the  spaces  unseen  by  men,  close  around  them, 
dwell  the  powers  into  whose  hands  men  fall  by 
reason  of  their  folly  and  cruelty. 

And  the  other  cried  aloud,  “  I  cannot  stay  here 
in  the  whiteness  and  darkness,  and  among  the 
glittering  lights  !  I  must  go  with  him  wherever 
he  goes,  now  I  have  once  looked  into  his  eyes  !  ” 
And  he  followed  the  one  that  was  taken  away,  and 
followed  very  quickly,  until  on  a  sudden  he  found 
himself  in  the  dark  and  against  a  high  wall  which 
crossed  his  path.  He  felt  wildly  hither  and  thither, 
to  and  fro,  for  a  door  or  any  opening  ;  but  there 
was  none.  At  last,  worn  out  and  dejected,  he  flung 
himself  down  at  the  base  of  the  wall  and  wept. 
He  kept  very  close  to  the  wall,  because  it  seemed 
to  him  to  be  the  nearest  thing  to  the  one  he  had 
lost,  for  certainly  that  one  had  passed  this  way. 
He  knew  not  then,  nor  ever  knew,  how  long  he 
stayed  here.  It  may  have  been  minutes  or  ages, 
for  he  had  passed  beyond  the  state  of  time.  He 
suffered  till  he  had  reached  a  certain  depth  of  pain, 
and  then  unconsciousness  fell  upon  him.  When 
it  passed  away  the  angels  had  carried  him  far  from 
the  place  where  he  had  found  the  wall,  far  from  the 
place  where  the  souls  perpetually  rose  like  ascending 
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sparks  from  the  fields  of  battle,  far  from  the  earth. 
He  became  aware  of  himself  as  of  something  new, 
for  his  whole  being  had  become  refreshed  and 
rested,  and  his  memory  was  still.  He  knew  not 
that  he  had  given  his  physical  life  for  a  principle, 
he  knew  not  that  this  action  had  brought  to  him 
his  other  self,  he  knew  not  that  he  had  loved  and 
lost.  All  these  things  lay  locked  in  the  sacred 
chambers  of  his  memory  as  jewels  are  locked  in  a 
casket.  He  only  knew  that  he  was  alive,  and  very 
strong,  and  that  life  was  very  good.  When  he  had 
realised  this  he  became  aware  that  the  place  in 
which  he  was  was  very  beautiful,  full  of  sweet 
growing  things,  and  of  a  sense  of  safety  and 
blessedness.  And  he  fell  asleep  in  the  midst  of  the 
sweetness,  yet  again,  to  grow  still  stronger.  That 
which  grew  strong  in  him  now  was  love  and 
longing,  so  that  when  he  awoke  again  he  remem¬ 
bered  that  he  had  once  looked  into  beloved  eyes 
and  seen  the  glance  of  a  spirit  who  was  as  himself, 
only  infinitely  dearer  ;  and  he  looked  around  him 
for  that  one.  But  though  there  was  all  other 
sweetness,  or  so  it  seemed  to  him  in  his  ignorance, 
there  was  not  that,  and  he  rose  up  to  go  in  search 
of  it.  And  the  desire  drew  him  so  that  he 
descended  very  swiftly  from  the  place  where  he 
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was  and  found  himself  upon  the  earth.  His  will 
had  worked  what  seemed  to  him  an  amazing 
miracle,  for  he  found  himself  imprisoned  in  a  tiny 
form,  helpless  and  inarticulate,  and  without  any 
power,  but  gazing  into  the  beloved  eyes.  So  deep 
was  the  delight  of  finding  that  which  was  lost  that 
he  forgot  all  else  and  gazed  and  gazed  until  the 
new  physical  eyes  closed  from  sheer  weariness. 
But  the  weariness  was  a  delight  in  itself  and  he 
slept  in  perfect  content — a  little  baby  in  the  arms 
of  a  beautiful  young  mother. 

A  beautiful  young  mother,  yes,  and  full  of  pride 
and  joy,  and  strangely  excited  and  exalted  because 
the  child’s  blue  eyes  were  as  the  eyes  of  an  old 
friend,  a  perfect  friend,  and  a  perfect  lover.  To 
this  young  woman  life  was  just  now  a  joy  unspeak¬ 
able.  And  her  spirit  had  been  in  the  place  of 
torment,  where  the  terrible  one  rules  over  those 
who  must  needs  suffer  because  they  can  learn  in 
no  other  way,  and  when  the  sad  spirit  made 
obeisance  and  prayed  for  grace  then  was  it  bidden 
to  return  to  earth.  And  being  now  ready  for  the 
experiences  of  love  it  took  upon  itself  the  form  of 
a  woman  in  order  to  suffer  the  more  profoundly. 
Years  of  pleasant  life  were  hers,  in  which  she 
grew  and  became  beautiful,  and  was  loved  and 


wooed  and  won.  All  this  was  like  a  dream  when 
she  looked  back  upon  it  now  from  that  amazing 
moment  when  her  child  opened  his  eyes  and  looked 
into  hers.  Now  she  was  at  home,  she  was  at  rest, 
she  was  in  Heaven,  she  was  in  ecstacy.  And  the 
child  grew  beside  her  like  a  young  tree,  strong 
and  supple  and  splendid.  And  he  looked  always 
on  and  up,  to  that  which  is  above  and  beyond,  full 
of  confidence  and  aspiration.  When  he  grew  to 
boyhood  and  came  under  masters  great  things  were 
prophesied  of  him.  But  these  things  were  not  to 
come  to  pass  in  that  life,  for  one  day  he  sickened, 
and  lay  down,  and  never  rose  again,  but  lay  holding 
his  mother’s  hand,  gazing  upon  her  and  telling  her 
of  the  angels  and  of  the  glittering  lights  in  their 
wings,  and  of  how  they  waited  about  his  bed  for 
him.  And  then  he  went  away,  and  the  heavy  lids 
fell  over  those  beautiful  blue  eyes. 

“  And  I !  ”  cried  his  mother.  “  Am  I  left  ?  It 
cannot  be  !  I  must  go  too.  I  will  find  him,  I  will 
follow  him,  no  matter  how  difficult  it  may  be  or 
how  I  am  punished  !  I  care  not  for  that.  Nothing 
can  be  more  unbearable  than  this.  God  is  cruel ! 
I  defy  Him.  He  cannot  make  for  me  any  greater 
punishment  than  this  !  ” 

Wild  with  rebellion  she  flung  herself  from  the 
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high  window  of  the  room,  and  was  found  dead 
upon  the  ground  below. 

Great  was  the  pity  and  sympathy  given  to  the 
husband  and  father  who  was  thus  in  a  moment 
left  utterly  alone.  His  sufferings  were  terrible 
indeed  ;  but  they  were  as  nought  to  that  which 
was  endured  by  the  rebel  who  defied  God  and 
sprang  into  darkness.  In  utter  darkness  was  the 
unhappy  spirit,  without  power  to  cry  aloud,  and 
without  power  to  do  anything  but  creep  to  and 
fro,  hungrily  feeling  for  some  contact  and  finding 
none.  By  the  destruction  of  her  physical  life  she 
had  destroyed  all  but  a  flicker  of  consciousness, 
and  was  unable  to  perceive  the  light,  or  the  ethereal 
waves  which  upheld  her,  and  saw  not  the  angels 
who  wept  for  her,  nor  yet  the  Saviour  when  he 
pityingly  came  to  look  upon  her.  She  had  broken 
the  instrument  given  to  her,  that  life  which  was 
hers,  and  she  could  but  cling  to  the  bare  fact  of 
being,  until  some  other  life  could  arise  and  clothe 
her  in  a  shape  with  senses  and  powers. 

The  angels  wept  for  much  more  than  this 
immediate  sorrow  ;  for  they  knew  that  the  rebel¬ 
lion  let  loose  in  the  nature  must  work  itself  out, 
and  that  the  passion  for  destruction  having  burst 
forth  with  such  sudden  strength  could  only  become 
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exhausted  by  means  of  repeated  experiences 
and  successive  outbreaks.  The  blow  had  been 
struck  at  the  sacredness  of  life,  and  the  mystic 
gift  withdrew  itself,  as  a  light  goes  out  till  but  a 
flicker  is  left.  The  flicker  remains,  for  spirit  is 
immortal,  but  form  and  shape  and  power  and 
sensation  were  all  driven  away  by  the  mad  anger 
which  alone,  of  all  feelings,  existed  within  the 
flickering  being — mad  anger  against  the  power 
which  orders  the  manifestations  of  life. 

Whoso  dwelleth  amid  mysteries,  which  are 
eyond  and  outside  of  his  understanding,  must 
needs  respect  the  mysterious  and  its  unexplained 
laws,  else  he  will  sin  against  his  own  soul,  as  did 
this  one,  and  in  such  manner  that  growth  alone 
can  repair  the  ravage.  The  human  race  dwells 
amid  mysteries  which  are  beyond  and  outside 
its  understanding,  and  can  attain  to  knowledge 
only  by  doing  obeisance  to  the  Mystery  of 
Mysteries,  whence  all  gifts  come,  and  cherishing 
those  gifts  with  reverence  and  care.  Only  children 
destroy  what  they  cannot  understand  ;  the  race 
is  but  emerging  from  childhood,  and  many  of  the 
individuals  are  as  rebellious  infants.  These  can  learn 
but  in  one  way — by  beginning  over  again.  When 
a  growing  plant  is  cut  down  it  has  no  redress  but 
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to  grow  again,  and  so  with  all  life.  This  rebellious 
spirit  would  perceive  no  spiritual  thing  save  the 
anger  within  itself,  and  the  first  sense  of  relief  that 
came  to  it  was  when  its  eyes  opened  again  upon 
the  earth — once  more  it  was  a  human  child,  but  this 
time  instead  of  a  beautiful  baby,  it  was  a  crippled, 
deformed,  blighted  thing.  Released  from  this 
painful  shape  it  returned  to  the  darkness  of  its 
spirit,  and  then  again  made  the  attempt.  Again 
and  again  was  the  spirit  born  into  a  dreadful  shape 
that  had  no  power  to  throw  off  its  sickness  and 
weakness,  and  in  which  the  limbs  were  deformed 
and  the  senses  dull  or  altogether  missing.  And  the 
will  of  the  spirit  became  steadily  fixed  on  the  one 
aim,  that  of  entering  once  more  into  a  comely 
shape,  one  which  it  would  be  possible  to  grow  in. 
And  after  many  efforts  which  could  only  be  dis¬ 
carded,  so  dreadful  were  the  results,  the  continuous 
effort  of  will  brought  the  spirit  into  the  body  of  a 
comely  child  which  was  possessed  of  senses  and 
intelligence,  though  without  beauty  or  genius. 
And  this  child  grew  to  be  a  woman  and  became  a 
wife  and  a  mother.  Once  more  was  the  tragedy 
enacted — the  two  spirits  gazed  once  more  upon 
each  other,  and  a  brief  span  of  unutterable  pleasure 
was  allotted  to  them.  Then  came  the  striking  of 
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the  fatal  hour,  and  the  child  was  taken  and  the 
mother  left.  And  the  lesson  of  obedience  remained 
unlearned — again  the  rebellious  spirit  sinned 
against  the  sacredness  of  life.  And  again  it  shrank 
into  the  darkness  and  remained  alone  with  its 
anger  till  it  had  recovered  sufficient  strength  to 
come  forth  and  begin  all  over  again.  Not  once, 
not  twice,  but  several  times,  during  the  ages  was 
this  drama  enacted  ;  while  some  of  the  race  were 
learning,  and  advancing,  and  making  ready  to  go 
on  beyond  the  material  world,  and  while  others 
stumbled  or  wavered,  but  recovered  themselves, 
and  yet  others  turned  deliberately  to  go  back 
and  down  into  the  abysses,  this  one  went  over  and 
over  the  one  lesson,  stumbling  again  and  again 
over  the  same  stone,  unable  to  pass  it  by  or  sur¬ 
mount  it.  And  the  other,  strong  and  beautiful, 
whose  strength  and  confidence  had  brought  to  him 
the  love  which  gives  all  life  its  meaning  and  com¬ 
pensates  for  all  ills — that  other,  between  the  brief 
incarnations  in  which  the  association  between  the 
two  was  possible,  learned  and  studied  in  the 
ethereal  schools  and  made  great  progress.  So, 
when  at  last  it  was  permitted  that  he  should  grow 
to  manhood  in  an  incarnation,  he  was  a  poet  and  a 
leader  of  men.  And  his  twin  soul,  the  rebellious 
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one,  was  beside  him  all  through  his  life,  a  man 
also  ;  always  in  torment  of  spirit  and  often  in 
physical  suffering  ;  erring  in  his  ways  and  full  of 
passion,  but  led  like  a  lamb  by  the  cords  of  love. 
This  time  they  were  killed  together  by  what  is 
called  an  accident.  Later  they  were  again  on  earth 
at  the  same  time,  and  met  only  at  the  close  of  the 
incarnation  for  a  brief  period  of  great  joy  ;  both 
in  this  incarnation  were  women  and  had  lived  out 
a  full  life  of  devotion  to  others.  When  they  met 
they  stood  together  like  pillars  of  strength,  in  a 
great  social  warfare  and  a  great  cause.  And  then 
in  the  fulness  of  work  and  successful  effort  and 
great  joy,  the  more  advanced  one,  always  filled 
with  faith  and  obedience,  was  suddenly  removed 
to  a  different  scene,  and  obeyed  the  summons 
in  perfect  gladness  of  spirit.  Confident  of 
meeting  again  it  was  to  her  no  dreadful  thing 
to  say  good-bye  for  a  little  while.  But  on  the 
one  who  had  rebelled  through  the  ages  again  the 
great  darkness  fell.  When  the  beloved  eyes  closed, 
with  the  smile  of  love  in  them  to  the  last,  then 
again  the  rage  against  God,  the  longing  for  destruc¬ 
tion,  the  determined  passion  of  disobedience  entered 
into  her  soul  and  made  her  what  men  call  mad. 
But  the  angels  were  able  to  help  her  because  of 
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many  deeds  she  had  done  for  the  good  of  the  world, 
led  and  helped  by  that  other  who  was  strong  and 
trusting,  and  they  uplifted  her  and  saved  her 
again  and  again  when  she  had  almost  accomplished 
her  own  death.  And  then  that  other,  in  the  ethereal 
world,  besought  his  Master  for  help,  so  that  this 
dreadful  stone  might  not  lie  always  in  the  path  of 
development.  And  the  angels  were  permitted  to 
lift  the  bleeding  feet  of  the  rebellious  one  and 
guide  them  past  it,  so  that  at  last  freedom  from 
grief  was  found,  and  the  two,  whether  physically 
together  or  separated,  knew  that  both  rested 
always  in  the  Supreme  and  that  they  were  always 
together  in  the  great  light. 


ON  THE  WAY  OF  THE  CROSS. 


One  after  another,  Great  Teachers  have  come  to 
this  earth,  to  help  men  in  the  difficult  task  which 
they  have  undertaken,  that  of  finding  the  path 
that  leads  from  the  pit  into  which  they  fell,  back 
to  the  Supreme.  These  Great  Teachers  have 
brought  with  them  legions  of  angels,  and  left  them 
hovering  pitifully  and  helpfully  about  the  earth  ; 
they  have  brought  spirits  competent  to  guide  and 
teach,  and  willing  to  remain  and  work  for  the 
spirits  of  men  on  the  ethereal  plane  ;  and  they  have 
found  among  men  disciples  strong  enough  and 
sufficiently  devoted  to  found  schools  of  thought 
and  establish  religions.  The  last  of  these  Great 
Teachers,  and  the  greatest,  coming  straight  from 
the  Supreme,  a  Son  of  God,  has  made  a  greater 
effort  for  man  than  any  of  the  others,  one  which 
involves  a  great  sacrifice.  He  also  brought  legions 
of  angels  which  have  remained  to  help  men.  He 
also  brought  spirits  competent  to  guide  and  teach 


and  willing  to  remain  and  work  for  the  spirits  of 
men  on  the  ethereal  plane  ;  He  also  found  among 
men  disciples  strong  enough  and  sufficiently  devoted 
to  found  schools  of  thought  and  establish  a  religion. 
But  He  came  intending  to  do  more  than  that,  and 
He  has  done  it.  As  He  came  from  nearer  to  the 
Supreme  than  any  of  the  others,  as  He  brought  a 
greater  message  for  men  than  any  of  the  others, 
so  He  came  intending  to  do  more  for  men  and  to 
be  more  completely  their  Friend  than  any  of  the 
others.  On  the  ethereal  plane,  as  upon  the  earth, 
only  the  sacred  statues  of  Buddha  exist ;  he 
himself  has  departed  and  dwells  in  the  Supreme  ; 
and  of  other  Great  Teachers  not  even  the  images 
are  to  be  seen,  only  their  thought  remains  among 
men  and  the  spirits  of  men.  But  the  Son  of  God, 
filled  with  the  strength  of  His  Father,  came,  not  as 
a  visitor,  but  to  identify  Himself  with  men 
individually,  and  with  Man  as  a  race,  and  to 
remain  in  and  with  it.  He  gave  the  message  to 
men  through  His  first  disciples,  that  He  would 
remain  always  even  to  the  end  of  the  world.  And 
that  promise  is  absolutely  fulfilled,  as  all  who  suffer 
and  call  upon  Him,  know.  His  sacred  images  and 
portraits  are  all  that  material  men  can  see,  on  the 
physical  plane  ;  but  He  is  close  to  them  Himself 


all  the  time,  just  on  the  other  side  of  the  veil,  in 
the  ethereal  world  ;  and  even  the  most  material 
of  men,  when  suffering  strikes  him  into  humility 
and  he  calls  upon  the  Christ,  believing  in  Him, 
will  find  the  veil  thin,  will  find  it  even  vanish  awa 
for  a  moment  of  revelation  in  which  he  will  see  the 
Saviour.  Thus  the  Christ  comes  not  only  to  the 
disciple,  not  only  to  the  one  who  is  aiming  at  the 
path,  but  to  all  men.  He  came  to  draw  men  out 
of  the  pit  of  materialism,  and  therefore  every  man 
is  His  disciple  in  a  special  and  peculiar  sense. 
The  Way  of  the  Cross  brings  men  to  Him  ;  He 
has  chosen  suffering  and  sacrifice  as  His  own  lot, 
for  the  sake  of  men,  and  every  man  who  is  grief- 
stricken  and  in  agony  is  drinking  the  bitter  cup. 
He  stands  beside  these  men,  waiting  for  recog¬ 
nition,  waiting  to  be  called  upon,  and  waiting  for 
them  to  take  up  their  cross  and  follow  Him. 
The  recognition  He  demands,  the  belief  and  faith, 
are  of  exactly  the  same  order  as  that  recognition, 
belief  and  faith,  which  men  are  required  to  give 
to  the  Supreme  itself,  to  the  Infinite  Unseen,  to 
the  spirits  of  their  own  friends  and  loved  ones 
who  have  left  the  physical  world.  Denial  is  that 
which  brings  darkness.  Men  separate  themselves 
from  their  loved  ones  who  have  left  the  physical 
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plane,  by  believing  them  dead,  instead  of  remem¬ 
bering  that  they  have  simply  cast  off  a  worn-out 
or  inadequate  vestment  and  entered  into  a  state 
of  fuller  life  and  greater  power.  The  acorn  having 
become  an  oak  the  other  acorns  grieve  over  its 
disappearance  instead  of  busying  themselves  about 
also  becoming  oaks.  So  men  separate  themselves 
from  the  great  light  and  the  Supreme,  by  looking 
into  the  darkness  and  denying  that  there  is  any¬ 
thing  else.  The  Christ  demands,  in  accordance 
with  an  absolute  and  reasonable  law,  that  the  men 
who  call  upon  Him  shall  believe  in  His  existence. 
If  they  fulfill  this  condition  they  find  Him  close 
at  hand  in  the  hour  of  need,  a  Friend  and  Helper, 
even  if  they  are  rebellious  and  long  to  be  free  from 
the  suffering  laid  upon  them.  And  those  who  can 
take  up  their  cross,  accepting  their  pain,  and 
endeavouring  to  learn  its  lesson,  enter  the  Way 
and  walk  with  Him.  To  all  men  this  Way  is  open, 
and  this  Friend  is  at  hand. 

The  disciple  of  occultism,  who  has  encountered 
and  overcome  the  waters  of  bitterness,  and  taken 
up  the  Cross,  by  reason  of  his  endeavour  to  attain 
and  of  that  which  he  has  attained,  not  only  walks 
in  the  way  but  does  the  work  of  the  Christ-spirit 
as  he  walks,  He  also  has  to  help  the  world  in  the 


special  and  peculiar  sense  in  which  the  Christ- 
spirit  does  so.  All  disciples  of  all  masters  gradually 
become  teachers  themselves  ;  that  is  a  part  of  the 
natural  growth  and  development  of  the  race  ;  and 
in  due  order  they  become  greater  and  greater 
teachers  as  they  continue  on  the  path  of  attain¬ 
ment.  But  any  disciple  who  endeavours  to  attain, 
no  matter  how  humble  he  may  be,  if  he  has  come 
to  the  way  of  the  cross  and  entered  thereupon,  is 
bound  not  merely  to  teach  others  but  to  help  them . 
He  enters  into  that  state  of  intense  love  for  all  men 
which  makes  him  desire  to  save  the  sinners,  to 
open  the  closed  eyes,  and  to  bring  light  to  the 
darkened  spirits.  By  this  most  wonderful  addition 
to  the  tasks  of  the  disciple  is  the  Christ-spirit 
spread  among  men  who  are  upon  the  earth.  And 
those  advanced  disciples  who  by  reason  of  attain¬ 
ment  are  entitled  to  pass  beyond  the  ethereal 
environment  of  the  race,  and  to  dwell  in  spiritual 
states,  have  the  opportunity  to  follow  their 
Divine  Master  in  the  path  of  sacrifice  and  remain 
in  the  ethereal  world  to  help  in  His  scheme  of 
salvation.  Man,  unaided,  cannot  become  free  ; 
this  scheme  of  salvation  is  his  great  chance.  It  is 
the  privilege  of  the  disciple  who  is  endeavouring  to 
;  attain,  to  become  an  intelligent  helper  in  this  scheme, 


FABLE  VII. 

A  woman  stood  on  the  road  side,  begging.  She 
was  blind,  and  was  led  by  a  little  boy,  whose  bright 
shining  blue  eyes  made  people  wonder  whether  his 
mother’s  eyes  had  been  as  beautiful  before  they 
were  destroyed.  They  had  been  put  out  by  an 
apparent  accident  ;  in  truth  she,  in  her  higher 
self,  had  willingly  surrendered  herself  to  this 
suffering  and  loss.  For  one  of  her  greatest 
temptations  was  the  delight  of  looking  upon  the 
child  she  loved  ;  to  gaze  upon  him  was  an  utter 
joy.  It  was  to  her  as  though  she  were  not  merely 
his  mother,  but  his  Creator.  And  yet  through  the 
ages  she  had  been  rebelling  against  the  truth  that 
the  Lord  giveth  and  the  Lord  taketh  away. 

The  little  bare  foot  boy  with  shining  eyes  held 
out  his  tiny  hand  and  many  put  coins  in  it  for  the 
sake  of  his  beauty  and  the  perfect  love  and  trust 
that  was  in  his  face. 


“  To  look  at  him  is  a  lesson,”  said  one  woman, 
pausing  as  she  passed  and  addressing  her  com¬ 
panion  ;  “  he  seems  as  happy  and  as  pleased  as 
any  little  Prince.” 

“  You’re  right,”  said  his  mother,  “  though  little 
Princes  don’t  often  look  as  he  does,  I  think.  I 
can  hear  you,  though  I’m  growing  deaf.” 

“  Deaf  !  ”  said  the  woman,  “  as  well  as  blind  ! 
Your  lot  is  hard.” 

The  mother  pressed  her  child’s  hand,  and  held 
it  fast. 

“  Deaf  !  ”  she  said,  “  it’s  coming  on  fast.  I 
shall  not  be  able  to  hear  his  blessed  little  voice, 
soon  ;  I  shall  never  hear  his  voice  when  he  is  a 
man.  But  I  will  not  complain  while  I  can  hold  his 
hand.” 

The  women  pitied  her,  and  passed  on. 

A  year  later  they  saw  her  again  ;  she  wandered 
through  the  country,  and  was  now  returning  on 
last  year’s  paths.  They  spoke  to  her,  but  she  did 
not  notice  them.  She  was  quite  deaf.  She  was 
muttering  to  herself,  and  one  of  them  leaned  for¬ 
ward  and  listened  closely. 

“  Let  me  die  by  inches  if  that  is  fit  punishment 
for  me,  Lord  ;  and  so  take  me  away  ;  but  let  him 
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grow  to  manhood  and  give  of  himself  to  the 
world  !  ” 

The  rebellious  spirit  had  entered  the  Way  and 
taken  up  the  Cross. 

Next  year  the  boy  was  alone  in  the  street  one 
day  when  he  saw  the  kind  woman  who  had  pitied 
his  mother.  He  spoke  to  her  and  told  her  his 
mother  was  stricken  with  paralysis  and  lay  in  a 
cottage  near  by,  helpless.  The  woman  went  to 
see  her  and  tended  her  with  the  kindness  of  the 
poor  to  each  other.  Others  came  to  help  take 
care  of  her,  too,  and  the  boy  went  to  school.  The 
day  came  when  all  her  senses  had  left  her,  and  she 
knew  not  whether  her  child  was  with  her,  or  not  ; 
she  lay  inert,  like  a  log.  Thus  the  expiation  was 
completed,  and  when  at  last  her  spirit  was  released 
and  the  breathing  of  the  dull  body  ceased,  the 
spirit  stood  forth  strong  and  beautiful.  For,  in 
the  silence  of  that  darkened  shell,  having  willingly 
submitted  to  the  punishment  of  its  limitations, 
the  spirit  had  found  the  great  Light  and  looked 
up  to  the  Supreme. 

The  boy  grew  up  and  became  a  great  man, 
beloved  of  many,  a  leader  of  men.  And  he  often 
said  that  in  moments  of  great  anxiety  and 
responsibility  he  felt  the  presence  of  the  spirit  of 
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that  mother  who  had  loved  him  so  much,  upholding 
and  inspiring  him. 

In  his  heart  he  knew  that  this  spirit  was  his 
other  self,  who  had  at  last  done  obeisance  to  the 
Supreme  and  ceased  from  rebellion,  and  that  now 
they  were  equal,  and  that  the  future  held  for  them 
great  work  that  is  beyond  the  strength  of  one 
alone,  and  unutterable  joy  that  is  beyond  the 
imagination  of  man. 


The  End. 
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